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THE LIBERAL OUTLOOK. 

ORE than ever this week has the dissolution 
been in the air, and more than ever has it 
been made apparent that, whilst the Liberals are 
approaching the conflict in a spirit of abounding 
confidence, their opponents are already convinced 
that their own defeat is certain. What particular 
day or week or month may be chosen for the 
appeal to the nation we do not pretend to know. 
But it is at hand; it may come even before the 
end of June; and it behoves all who have a 
part to play in the great struggle to be ready 
for the fight. Certainly it cannot be said that the 
Liberal leaders are showing any apathy now that the 
moment so long awaited is approaching. This past 
week has been made notable by Sir William Har- 
court’s speech to the Liberal agents, and by Mr. 
Morley’s speech to the London members. Both were 
“ fighting ” speeches, and both were well calculated 
to raise to a still higher point the enthusiasm which 
already seems to make victory certain for the Liberal 
army. But we must not be blind to one danger that 
may threaten the Liberal cause. The enemies of 
Home Rule, despairing of success in an open attack, 
are manifestly now meditating some kind of opera- 
tion on the flank of the conquering host. It 
is now in the name of Labour, and now in 
that of Social Reform, that they are seeking, if 
they can, to divert the attention of the Liberal masses 
and to convert an almost certain victory into a rout. 
Mr. Gladstone has this week declined, on grounds 
which every public man will admit to be sound, to 
meet a deputation anxious to involve him in a dis- 
cussion of the Eight Hours Question. His refusal 
is denounced as a blow to the cause of Labour, and 
vigorous efforts are made to induce working-men to 
believe that none but an enemy of their order could 
have taken such a course. Sir William Harcourt, 
with great propriety and absolute accuracy, referred 
to the value of the services which Mr. Schnadhorst 
has rendered to the Liberal cause during his 
life of arduous and unselfish labour. Forthwith Mr. 
Schnadhorst is singled out for bitter and unfair 
attack in a paper which professes to be Liberal, and 
even Radical, though the chief item in its political 
creed is the support of Coercion with all its iniqui- 
ties in Ireland. Mr. Morley speaks on Home Rule 
for London as one of the items in the Liberal 
programme: and his references to the subject are 
construed as a grudging admission that something 
must be done to gratify the demands of the people of 
London—as though the Liberal Party had not for 
ag past been seeking to gratify those demands. 
or is this all. Some of his critics profess to see in 
his utterances an admission that, after all, Home 
Rule is not to have the first place in the programme 

of the next Liberal Government. 

We do not attach any great importance to 
the attacks to which the Liberal leaders are 
thus being subjected. We know too well the 
sound political instinct of the working classes of 
this country—including the genuine working classes 
of London—to believe that they are likely to fall 
into the error of supposing that they will find on 
the Tory benches a zeal for the cause of Labour that 
is not to be found among Liberals. But it is well 
that we should bear in mind the fact that these 
insidious attempts to sow distrust and suspicion 
in the Liberal ranks proceed from those who, 
though professing to speak as Radicals, are really 
the enemies of Home Rule. We may go further, 
and say that no one can be a real or trust- 
worthy member of the Liberal Party, at this 
crisis in its history, who is not a supporter of 
its Irish policy. It is, therefore, by the enemies of 


the Liberal Party, and not by its friends, that the 
attempts to create among the working-men of London 
a feeling of doubt as to the real intentions of our 
leaders are being made; and wise men amongst us 
will accordingly scout those attacks as the tricks of 
traitors within the camp. It can never be forgotten 
that the honour of the Liberal leaders is irrevocably 
poe upon one point. The coming election will 
e fought, not upon any minor questions, but upon 
that burning question of Ireland which at present 
bars the path to most other reforms; and if it should 
result, as we confidently believe it will, in the 
return of a Gladstonian majority, a Home Rule Bill 
must be the first measure of importance introduced 
into the new Parliament. To suppose that the 
Liberal leaders are likely to attempt to shirk this 
duty, on any pretext whatever, is to impute to them 
a disregard for their own honour which would make 
them unfit to lead the nation. But behind Home. 
Rule lie many great measures of social and legis-. 
lative reform, including not a few dealing with the. 
condition of London, to which not only individual 
members of the Liberal Party, but the partyas a whole, 
are definitely and finally pledged. These measures. 
include many for which the so-called “ Social Reform 
wing” of the party are now contending, and they 
will have the first place in the Liberal programme 
after the demands of honour have been satisfied. 
Much is being made in some quarters of a sug- 
gestion that in the first session of a new Liberal 
Parliament it will probably be impossible to carry 
any great measure besides Home’ Rule. This sug- 
gestion, we are told, implies a “ betrayal” of the 
Liberals of London, a “falsification” of pledges, 
and a great many other dreadful things. We find 
it difficult to believe that the people who say such 
things are really anxious to carry even the London 
Reform Bill which they advocate so noisily. 
Everybody whose experience of politics goes back, 
for example, to the days of the first Gladstone 
Administration, knows that there is no surer method 
of rendering a session abortive than by trying to 
compress into it too many measures of first-class 
importance. As for the insinuations which are 
made against the motives of those who venture to 
point to this fact, they may be dismissed with some- 
thing like contempt. Mr. Bright is, perhaps, 
regarded in certain quarters as the type of a re- 
actionary politician. But nobody looked upon him 
as being anything but an advanced Liberal in the 
days when he uttered his famous phrase about the im- 
ossibility of driving three omnibuses abreast through 
emple Bar. The people of London, who are naturally 
eager for the reforms which Mr. Morley discussed in 
so wise and liberal a spirit on Wednesday, will do 
well to view with great suspicion the suggestions of 
those who are anxious that the new Ministry, when 
it comes into office, should lead off with an attempt 
to perform the feat which Mr. Bright declared to be 
impossible. They may not be inspired by a dislike 
of all the items in the Liberal programme, but they 
clearly spring from a desire to wreck the first and 
most important of the many tasks to which the next 
Government is already committed. 


THE STATE OF PUBLIC BUSINESS. 


HE best burlesque of a trial ever written, with 
the possible exception of Bardell v. Pickwick, is 

the reported indictment of the pig on the charge of 
deserting his sty, which concludes, or all but con- 
cludes, the Hunting of the Snark. There we read 
how the witnesses proved from the look of the straw 
that the sty was deserted when found, and the judge 
kept explaining the state of the law in a soft 
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undercurrent of sound. There is a delicate fineness 
in such a phrase as “the state of the law,’ which 
seems only a commonplace description, and yet 
suggests what a parlous state the law must be in. 
The business of the House of Commons has got into 
what nursery-maids compendiously call “a state,” 
or, when they wish to be ironical, “a pretty state.” 
Nobody knows what is coming next, except that it 
will not be the Irish Local Government Bill. Mr. 
Balfour’s announcements are not to be trusted. 
They are made to be altered, or to give occasion for 
bargains. Nevertheless, the eye of experience, 
aided, perhaps, by what Robert Montgomery called 
the red and roving eye of imagination, sees method 
in confusion, and deduces Mr. Balfour’s designs 
from his irregularities. Two points stand out dis- 
tinetly through the Parliamentary fog. In the first 
place, Supply has been completely dropped, as though 
no such things as Estimates existed. In the second 
place, the Government have shown unprecedented 
eagerness to push forward a large number of small 
Bills. Let us take as a typical instance the Prisoners’ 
Evidence Bill. This is a useful, and indeed neces- 
sary, reform in the criminal law. It has long been 
a scandal to English jurisprudence that the person 
who knows most about the matter, and has most 
interest in the result, should be unable to tell his 
own story and to tender himself for cross-examina- 
tion as a guarantee of good faith. So strongly is 
this injustice felt that for some years, whenever 
Parliament created a new offence, a clause has been 
inserted in the Act to admit the testimony of the 
accused. What has thus been done piecemeal 
ought to be done wholesale ; and, indeed, the change 
has been unduly delayed. But ever since the present 
Government came into office they have professed 
their desire and even their anxiety to carry such a 
Bill. It is only in the late spring or early summer 
of 1892 that they have really set about passing it in 
earnest. The natural inference is, with regard to 
this and to other measures—such as the Clergy Dis- 
cipline Bill—that Ministers want to make up what 
Mr. Balfour calls their dividends, and to boast at the 
General Election that they have achieved a number 
of objects about which the Liberals only talked. 
This would be in itself, if it were conducted with 
reasonable order and skill, a perfectly legitimate 
mode of political warfare. We comment upon it 
chiefly because it seems to indicate an early appeal 
to the country and an accompanying production of 
“ dividends.” 

What has become of the Local Government Bill ? 
Mr. Balfour proclaims that he is thirsting for the 
debate on the second reading. But the second read- 
ing is indefinitely postponed all the same. What 
has become of the Small Holdings Bill? It is 
always going to be taken next week. The Irish 
Education Bill will follow the Local Government 
Bill, and may, therefore, be considered as set down 
for the Greek Ides. Nobody but Mr. Ritchie ever 
mentions the District Councils Bill, and his refer- 
ences to it are not enlightening. On the other hand, 
the First Lord of the Treasury has developed an 
extraordinary interest in the Scottish Equivalent 
Grant Bill. All that weed be said about the details 
of this measure here is that it proposes to fritter 
away after a somewhat futile fashion the sum 
due to Scotland in lieu of the free education 
she had already obtained. But, being part of the 
financial arrangements of the year, it has to be 
carried in some shape, and, by giving it a permanent 
form, Ministers secure their favourite end of vesting 
in the House of Lords control over the general taxa- 
tion of the country. It ought to be pointed out in 
every constituency that they have done this de- 
liberately on at least three separate occasions. The 


first was the Naval and Imperial Defence Acts. 
The second was the Free Education Act. The third 
is the Equivalent Grant Bill. The speech delivered 
by Mr. Balfour, on his own motion for morning 
sittings, was a curious and instructive utterance. 
It has been praised by his friends as the best he has 
delivered since he became Leader of the House, and 
it was clever enough. But it was pervaded with 
the undisguised conviction that power is crossing 
the House, and that Sir William MHarcourt’s 
Opinions, to say nothing of Mr. Gladstone’s, were 
far more important than the speaker’s own. Mr. 
Balfour is, of course, too wary to disclose the in- 
tentions of the Government, even if the Government 
have made up their minds. The slightest hint about 
the date of dissolution would, by filling the plat- 
form, empty the House. But his followers are not 
more enamoured than his opponents of a chaotic 
medley, in which “ ignorant armies clash by night.” 
The House of Commons, notwithstanding its fond- 
ness for small jokes, is at bottom a serious assembly. 
Members of Parliament, independently of their 
political opinions, have sufficient sense of their own 
importance to dislike being treated with a series of 
surprises, and made the victims of practical jokes. 
As for the public, they are bored to death with the 
dulness of the piece, and with the actors who lag 
superfluous on the stage. 


AFTER MAY DAY. 


EMONSTRATIONS, it is often said, prove 

nothing. That is not quite true of the vast 
demonstration which took place in Hyde Park, or of 
those held last Sunday all over the Continent. They 
reveal in the working classes the very qualities which 
have hitherto been denied them: self-control, dis- 
cipline, and a reasonable, temperate spirit even in 
sight of their own power. They reveal what is still 
rarer: the capacity to listen to admonition and 
reproof. It is a circumstance of no small significance 
that a vast audience should permit its favourite, 
John Burns, to chastise unsparingly some of the 
weaknesses to which working men are most prone. 
The demonstrations disclose another significant fact. 
Strikes never fail to excite enthusiasm, and for 
obvious reasons ; men’s combative passions are 
roused, and there is the lure of higher wages as the 
prize of victory. What was not clear was the readi- 
ness of the working man to be enthusiastic about 
shorter hours, even with the risk of smaller wages. 
Laboremus has been often taught; it was high time 
that the gospel of leisure should be preached, and 
should win converts. 

We cannot, however, regard the arguments of Mr. 
Burns and Mr. Tom Mann, or even the presence of 
half a million of sympathisers in Hyde Park, as de- 
cisive of the question. To accomplish the object in 
view, it is not at all clear that the intervention of 
the Legislature is necessary. In all our Australian 
Colonies, in most trades, the eight hours movement 
is triumphant. Only the other day the colonists 
were celebrating the thirty-fifth anniversary of this 
triumph. And yet no Kight Hours Act has been 
passed. In the course of thirty-five years the 
practice of working only eight hours a day has 
spread from industry to industry, employers in 
most instances readily acquiescing. Some trades 
are indeed left out. But as to such it is a question 
whether it would be right to include them in a 
general law. No speaker on Sunday told the meeting 
very clearly what is to be done with the minority 
who wish to work overtime. It is not enough to 
speak of them as “ Blacklegs.” Are they to be 
coerced or sent to prison? Is a man working nine 
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hours to be treated as a thief or a cheat? Is over- 
time never and in no trade to be permitted? Mr. 
Burns has in view a time when all the unemployed 
may be absorbed by being set to do that which is 
now done by the employed in the excess hours over 
eight. This is an excellent idea; the labour question 
will never be completely solved until this absorption 
is carried out. But we are not satisfied that the 
result would come about under an eight hours move- 
ment, or that if it did so for a time the state of 
things would not soon be much the same as before. 
The problem is not so simple as open-air orators 
would make out. In facts patent to the world— 
and especially in the evidence at inquests upon men 
killed in mining and railway accidents—is reason 
enough why the Legislature should curtail the hours 
of those who are in any way responsible for the lives 
of others. A signalman on duty continuously from 
fourteen to twenty hours is a public danger. In the 
interests of those who travel he ought not to be 
tolerated, any more than a bridge required to bear, 
in ordinary traffic, more than the calculated break- 
ing strain. A miner with materials at his dis- 
posal which can do mischief to hundreds of his 
companions ought not to be permitted to work 
until he is over-wearied, and incapable of acting 
with prudence. I is possible—though as to this 
we speak with more hesitation—that, in some 
trades, owing to excessive competition, the absence 
of trade unions and the liability to sudden in- 
fluxes of chance workers, the necessity for legisla- 
tive interference is made out. A tramear driver 
must in some towns work as long as his employers 
ask him. If he refuses, at the street corners there are 
dozens of men ready and willing to accept the terms 
to which he objects. The point which needs ful! 
discussion is the exact limit of such a law. In 
many trades the unions are so strong that they can 
carry out the eight hours movement if only the trade 
opinion is in favour of it. There remains the diffi- 
culty that a considerable minority of the men them- 
selves are opposed to it. Are they to be coerced? 
Is there to be a new Statute of Labourers as stringent 
as that which about five hundred} years azo was im- 
posed upon toilers? Will not the new measure be 
evaded as was the early statute unless it accord with 
the real wishes of a vast majority of the people ? 
The economic arguments once used against the 
eight hours movement have, it is now generally 
agreed, been put too high. Few of the younger 
economists are prepared to assert that its adoption 
must necessarily diminish the output. There is no 
reason tothink that the Durham miners, working about 
eight hours, turn out lessthan the Staffordshire miners, 
working about nine or ten. Nor is it to be assumed 
that there would be a reduction of wages corre- 
sponding to the reduction of hours ; if the output were 
not lessened there would be absolutely no reason for 
such a fall; and even with lessened production the 
only result would probably be smaller profits. Ap- 
parently in Victoria the effect of the eight hours 
day on wages has been absolutely nil. Mr. Burns 
and his friends shut their eyes to the real objections 
to legislation such as they desire—the objection to 
curtailing liberty unless an overwhelming case is 
proved ; and until all other means of accomplishing 
the end in view are exhausted, the inexpediency of 
passing a general law which would probably in 
certain trades work injustice. And this leads us to 
express a hope that, at the approaching General 
Election, no working men, dissatisfied with the 
action of certain statesmen in regard to this question, 
will hold aloof from the Liberal party. There 
is a fashionable kind of political cynicism, heard 
too often at labour demonstrations, which says: “A 
plague on both your houses: Conservatism and 


Liberalism are alike indifferent to me.” This 
eynicism—of which there was a little too much at 
the Hyde Park meeting—is as foolish as it is 
common. Whenever the House of Commons 
has to decide upon any fundamental economic 
question—for example, the taxation of the unearned 
increment—the old line of cleavage between the two 
parties becomes apparent. The working men leaders 
will commit a mistake, and will seriously injure 
their own cause, if they sever themselves from the 
party which, in the past, has done most for them ; 
and we do not despair of their most trusted advisers 
saying so distinctly when the time for action comes. 


THE TRIAL OF DEEMING. 


HERE is, fortunately, not the smallest chance of 
success for the appeal to the Privy Council 

on behalf of the murderer Deeming. The case for 
the defence never had even the semblance of founda- 
tion, and the Privy Council is not likely to inter- 
fere with the execution of the sentence. It is no 
little satisfaction to decent people that the trial of 
this ruffian is done with, and that we are in no 
danger of a repetition in this country of the scenes 
enacted in the court at Melbourne. It is lucky, too, 
that the reports of the trial, owing to the cost of 
telegraphing, have been commendably brief, though 
the sensational reporter has contrived once or twice 
to give us a taste of his quality in descriptions of 
the witnesses, and of the behaviour of the female 
spectators. Had Deeming been tried at home for 
the Rainhill murders we should have had many 
columns of pernicious stuff day after day, to say 
nothing of the inevitable correspondence in the Daily 
Telegraph on the sanity or insanity of murderers, and 
ingenious digressions on the subject of the White- 
chapel crimes. As Stepniak justly remarks in the 
New Review, sensational publicity does at least as 
much to foster crime as natural impulse, and the 
vanity of the Ravachols and the Deemings is fed 
by the incense of a diseased curiosity. It might 
be pertinent, indeed, to inquire, when the question 
of a criminal’s sanity is on the carpet, whether a 
gaping public is in its right mind, and whether 
some persons, especially women, who frequent the 
courts in order to gloat over the spectacle of 
depravity in the dock ought not to be placed under 
restraint. There is no reason, at all events, to sup- 
pose that Deeming is not fully as sane as any of the 
people who came to stare at him. The medical 
evidence on which the defence relied was even more 
unsatisfactory than such evidence commonly is. One 
doctor thought that the prisoner’s statements about 
his family, and particularly about his mother, be- 
trayed a mind diseased. There was a seton on the 
back of Deeming’s neck, and that might mean mental 
derangement. His epileptic fits were also significant 
symptoms. Yet the witness who indicated these 
things would commit himself to no positive opinion. 
It did not strike this physician that a murderer who 
said he was visited by the apparition of his mother, 
which commanded him to shed blood, was probably an 
unblushing liar. Deeming may sometime or other 
have read Bulwer Lytton’s “Strange Story,” in 
which an assassin sees a “scin leca” on the wall, 
and hears a voice coming from a great distance, and 
ordering him to commit the murder. The maternal 
apparition was evidently as genuine as the fits. 
Nobody who knew Deeming before he killed his wife 
at Windsor could remember that he was subject to 
epilepsy ; nor was there any evidence to show that 
he had ever been suspected of insanity. The fits, 
the apparition, the alleged lapses of memory, the 
whole family history, were manifestly inyented by 
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this scoundrel in the hope that they would gull the 
jury. It was cunning, not disease, which prompted 
Deeming’s tactics from the moment of his arrest. 
There is a humane tendency, especially amongst 
people with a smattering of science, to regard all 
murderers as more or less mad. That a man should 
deliberately make away with two wives, and, on the 
eve of marrying a third, provide himself with the 
means for concealing another murder, is so shocking 
as to argue a disordered brain. If we admit that 
proposition, we ought to hold that every man who 
has shown a supreme indifference to the sacredness 
of human life, should be treated as a lunatic. 
Napoleon waded through the blood of millions to 
the callous gratification of ambition. Compared 
with the butchery which decimated nations, the 
slaughter of a couple of women is of small account. 
But nobody has ever dreamt of suggesting that 
Napoleon was mad, or that he was “an instinc- 
tive criminal,” though he may have inherited the 
tastes of generations of bandits. Deeming told one 
of the doctors that he regarded the Ten Command- 
ments as suited only to the lower orders, and that a 
man was justified in murdering anyone who had 
done him deadly injury. The same philosophy 
prevails in some parts of the Western States of 
America. There murder is called shooting at sight. 
In a drinking-saloon in the West it is still necessary 
to use a revolver sometimes with such expertness and 
despatch that you may kill your neighbour before 
he performs that agreeable office for you. But no- 
body has yet discovered that the society in which 
the Commandments are superseded by the code of Mr. 
Colt is composed of madmen. Occasionally we hear 
of the capture by the sheriff’s posse of some desperado 
who has more murders on his head than the local 
annals, or even tradition, can enumerate. Medical 
science is not unknown in Kansas, but apparently 
it does not seek fame by announcing that the red- 
handed one may have a seton on the back of his neck, 
or be subject to sinister visitations from his mother’s 
ghost. It is taken for granted that under the 
social conditions in which he has lived it.is not alto- 
gether unnatural that he should look on human 
life as of no more account than the life ofa squirrel. 
He is a man of primitive instincts-with which mad- 
ness has nothing whatever to do. Nor is it surprising 
that Deeming’s instincts should belong to the same 
untutored stratum. He has led the life of a rogue in 
various parts of the world. He was suspected, ground- 
lessly it seems, of a murder in the Transvaal; and 
his habits, associates, and the whole atmosphere in 
which he moved at that time, were not of a kind to 
instil into him any civilised idea of social obliga- 
tions. A man of such a type under such conditions 
may become a monster, and Deeming differs from 
some other monsters only in being a coward who 
murders women, and not the brute with the ready 
revolver who shoots the unwary stranger “in his 
tracks.” These criminals are not the products of 
disease, but the survivals of barbarism. This is not 
an inheritance which society can be expected to treat 
with any tenderness. Had Deeming lived in the State 
of New York he might have been regaled with the 
hospitalities of Elmira; which is nominally a prison, 
but really aclub for malefactors. He would have been 
hailed by misguided philanthropists as a grand subject 
for curative treatment, and he could have achieved 
no small popularity amongst his fellow-criminals 
by inventing a fresh tale of his mother’s apparition 
every day. But in Australia he is not considered 
suitable material for experiments, moral or medical, 
and he will be hanged without leaving behind him 
any poignant regret that he was not sent toa lunatic 
asylum to entertain doctors with more hallucinations. 
hatever may be the operation of heredity in crime, 


Deeming cannot be claimed by science as one of her 
martyrs ; nor can the moral sense of the community 
suffer any pang because a revolting ferocity has been 
cut short by the hangman instead of being remitted 
to the medical expert. 


RAILWAY EARNINGS AND THE STATE 
OF TRADE. 


ONSIDERING the loud and general complaints 

of the depression in trade, it is very remarkable 
how well the railway earnings are keeping up. Accord- 
ing to the weekly traffic returns issued by the several 
companies, the gross receipts on seventeen selected 
railways of the United Kingdom for the first seven- 
teen weeks of the current year amounted to a little 
under £20,500,000, being a decrease compared with 
the corresponding period of last year of no more 
than £328,000, or just 1} per cent. There was a 
larger falling off in goods traffic, amounting to 
£424,000; but there was an actual increase in 
passenger receipts of as much as £96,000. Even if 
we stopped here the figures would be remarkable 
as matters stand; but we ought to remind our 
readers that the returns for the current year 
are to a large extent estimates, while those for 
last year are actual receipts. The comparison 
would be more correct, therefore, for the purpose we 
have in view just now if it were made between the 
estimates for this year and those for last year. If 
we so make it, we find that for the first seventeen 
weeks of last year the weekly traffic returns showed 
gross receipts of no more than £20,532,000, so that 
the apparent falling off is very much reduced. 
It is very clear from this that whatever may be 
the case with the profits, the volume of busi- 
ness being done throughout the United Kingdom 
at present is as large, roughly speaking, as it was 
last year. The fact is the more striking when we 
call to mind that railway earnings increased very 
materially for the five years ending with December 
last, and when we further recall the fact that the crisis 
through which the world is now passing began so long 
ago as November, 1890. Unfortunately, never- 
theless, railway shareholders cannot reasonably hope 
that dividends will be maintained. Higher wages 
and shorter hours have during the past few years 
been conceded to the workpeople, and it is unlikely 
—certainly it is not desirable—that the concessions 
will be withdrawn. Furthermore, the capital ex- 
penditure is always growing, involving an increase 
in the interest upon debenture and preference stocks, 
and very little reduction can be expected in the pur- 
chase of materials, except only in fuel. It must be 
anticipated, therefore, that during the present year 
the working expenses and fixed charges together 
will augment, taking the railways generally ; and as 
the earnings are stationary, and in some instances 
materially falling off, shareholders must be prepared 
for lower dividends in the early future. 

We are calling attention now, however, to rail- 
way earnings not so much for the information of 
the investor, as such, as for the light they throw 
upon the general condition of trade throughout the 
United Kingdom; and, from this point of view, the 
figures cited above are eminently satisfactory. Asa 
matter of course all the companies have not fared 
alike. The North-Eastern, which is specially affected 
by the Durham strike, shows a decrease in the seven- 
teen weeks compared with the corresponding period 
of last year of as much as £273,000, cr atout 12} per 
cent. The North-Western has also lost ground con- 
siderably, the falling off being £84,000, or about 3 per 
cent. ; and the falling off on the Midland is £64,000, 
or about 2} per cent. These companies are great 
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carriers of merchandise and minerals, and are 
naturally affected by the depression. On the other 
hand, the London and Brighton, which is mainly a 
passenger line, shows an increase even over the 
corrected returns of last year; so does the Man- 
chester and Sheffield, and there is but a small 
falling off in the other passenger lines, while the 
Scotch companies show large increases. In the 
early part of last year, however, the Scotch com- 
panies were affected by strikes from which they 
are now free. With the exception, however, of the 
North-Eastern, the falling off in every case is much 
smaller than might have been expected from the 
complaints that are so general respecting the state 
of trade. But we need not remind our readers that 
the North-Eastern is suffering, not because trade 
generally is bad, but because a great industry upon 
which it mainly depends for its prosperity is for the 
moment disorganised by a strike. Passing from the 
special to the general, and comparing the estimated 
receipts of the current year with the estimated 
receipts of last year, we see as above that practically 
they have remained stationary, the falling off in 
goods traffic being almost made up for by the 
increase in the passenger traffic. 

The conclusion to which all this clearly points 
is that the home trade is sound and prosperous, and 
that even in the foreign trade there is no very 
serious decrease, so far, at all events, as the volume 
of business is concerned. We have to bear in mind, 
of course, that the goods which are now being con- 
veyed over the railways from the producers to the 
distributors and consumers, were ordered some time 
ago, when the conditions were more favourable than 
they are at present. The contracts have to be 
fulfilled whether they turn out profitably or not, 
and therefore the traffic returns are not an abso- 
lutely accurate reflex of the condition of trade 
at the very moment. It is quite possible that busi- 
ness is worse now than it was a couple of months 
ago, and that consequently the complaints we hear 
from merchants and manufacturers are better founded 
than the railway traffic returns would seem to say. 
But it is difficult to believe that things can have 
become very much worse since the orders were given 
out. As we have already reminded our readers, it is 
more than a year and a half now since the Baring 
crisis. All through last year the effects of that 
crisis were making themselves felt all over the world. 
Credit was more or less paralysed, and enterprise 
was greatly checked. That being so, it is not at all 
probable that very many speculative orders were sent 
out—that merchants and manufacturers, that is to 
say, took a hopeful view of the immediate future, 
and ordered goods in the belief that times would 
mend. On the cther hand, it is reasonable to 
assume that merchants and manufacturers were 
cautious in their transactions; that they only 
entered into contracts where they had good grounds 
for the belief that they would be able to sell 
again what they bought. Last year as well as 
now trade was very much a hand-to-mouth trade, 
and we seem justified therefore in inferring from 
the figures of the traffic returns that the home 
consumption is as large as ever it was, and that 
even the foreign demand has not declined as much 
as current talk would lead one to suppose. Un- 
doubtedly profits are lower than they were some 
time ago, and in special industries no doubt heavy 
losses are being incurred; but it is impossible to 
believe that the volume of trade could keep up as it 
is doing if trade generally was really unprofitable. 
At the same time it would be rash to assume that 
there will not be a further falling off. Many of our 
foreign customers are unable to buy from us as 
largely as they used to do, and the decline in the 


foreign demand will of course tell adversely upon 
those who supply the demand, and therefore will 
render them in turn less able to buy from the trades 
that minister to their comforts and luxuries. The 
depression, therefore, is likely to last for some time 
longer; but adjustment to the new conditions is being 
made, and by-and-bye the very low rates of interest and 
discount, the exceedingly low prices of nearly all 
commodities, the absence of rash speculation, the 
greater thrift and larger savings will improve credit. 
Then enterprise will revive and trade once more 
will begin to improve. 


CHRONICLE OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS. 


\ FAY DAY has passed, and Europe breathes 
aN again. In France, Italy, and Spain, pre- 
cautions enough have been taken to have checked 
a considerable revolution. Yet only in one place— 
at Liege, in Belgium, where troops were held in readi- 
ness and processions ahd open-air meetings had been 
strictly prohibited—was there any actual disturbance. 
There, three bombs were exploded, damaging the 
windows of Baron de Selys-Longchamps, a member 
of the Senate, and his son, both of whom are said 
to be very popular in the town, and destroying 
valuable stained glass at the church of St. Martin. 
A fourth explosion is since reported. Several arrests 
have been made, and Liége is evidently an An- 
archist centre. Paris in the morning was like a 
city ravaged by theplague. The streets were all but 
deserted, the shops closed: in the Faubourg St. 
Honoré and elsewhere the windows were barred, 
and the great street doors of the houses shut; the 
omnibuses and tramways were empty, rows of cabs 
awaited fares in vain, trains from the suburbs arrived 
without a passenger. The cafés and restaurants did 
no business all day; in the afternoon matters im- 
proved somewhat, and the streets resembled those of 
London on Sunday. The Socialist meetings passed 
off quietly, or with merely internal disturbance. 
Troops were massed inside the public buildings in 
Paris and some of the great towns, but were not 
seen (except by prying eyes), and happily were not 
required. In Brussels and in all the Belgian towns 
there was a marked falling-off in the numbers 
present in the processions. In Germany, there was 
a large procession at Hamburg; elsewhere demonstra- 
tions were forbidden, and the weather was hardly 
less discouraging than the police. At Munich it 
actually snowed; everywhere it was chilly or wet. 
In Vienna, there was a large assemblage in the 
Prater; in Hungary there was no disturbance, 
agrarian or other; in Italy, great precautions were 
taken in Rome—the Vatican especially, and the 
Chamber of Deputies, were very carefully guarded 
by troops—and in other towns; but nothing hap- 
pened, except that one or two bombs were exploded 
in some provincial towns, which were very likely 
mere practical jokes. In Holland, Copenhagen, and 
Christiania, the demonstrations were perfectly 
orderly. In France even the commemoration on 
Monday of the “victims of Fourmies” last year 
did not provoke disturbance. 

The Municipal elections, too, which took place on 
Sunday everywhere outside Paris (i.e., in 35,000 
communes), passed off with perfect quiet, except here 
and there in the south. The Socialists had boasted 
that they would carry nearly forty great towns. But 
they have gained no ground. Their successes, indeed, 
are almost confined to five departments—the Nord, 
Pas-de-Calais, Allier, Rhone, Loire, and Aude. 
Clericalism triumphs only in French Flanders (e.g., 
at Lille, Dunkirk, and Hazebrouck) and Lower 
Brittany, and has lost Nantes. Where the clergy 
have been most active (as at Nancy, and in the 
Lozére, the diocese of the Bishop of Mende) their 
cause has been very badly beaten. At Fourmies, 
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Culine, the Socialist who is in prison for inciting to 
disorder on May Day last year, awaits the chances 
of a second ballot. As we write, the result is 
known in 357 capitals of departments or arrondisse- 
ments. In 257 the majority is Republican, in 
14 Conservative, in 1 Socialist. The remaining 85 
await a second ballot. It must be remembered, 
however, that some of the councillors described as 
Republican or Radical have strong Socialist pro- 
clivities. The returns for the smaller places, though 
as yet incomplete, also indicate that the Republic 
has become even more firmly established. M. Wilson 
—the chief figure in the notorious “decoration 
scandal” which led to M. Grévy’s retirement— 
returns to public life as a municipal councillor at 
Loches (Indre et Loire). 

M. Turinaz, the Bishop of Nancy, has had his 
salary suspended till further notice, for attacks on 
the Government. He has reiterated them in a defiant 
letter to the Minister of Public Worship. Yet 
another stimulant to discord has appeared in the 
Clerical camp—a Look called Du Toast aU Encyclique, 
which deals with Catholic submission to the Re- 
public as urged by Cardinal Lavigerie’s “ toast” 
and the recent Encyclical, and again recommends it. 
The book has been savagely criticised] by a Royalist 
press agency. 

In Belgium, the debate of the proposed revision 
of the Constitution calls for little notice, despite 
speeches from M. Janson, M. Frére Orban, and M. 
Nothomb, a Conservative advocate of Universal 
Suffrage. Everything points to a compromise on 
the suffrage question. The Chamber will probably 
adjourn on May 14, while the Senate will begin 
the debate on revision on Tuesday next, and will 
separate on May 21. 

The debate on the supplementary estimate in 
the Prussian Parliament on Friday and Saturday 
of last week was much tamer than had been 
expected. The Government indicated that the 
separation of the Chancellorship of the Empire 
from the Premiership of Prussia will be permanent, 
and that no new School Bill will be introduced at 
present. The Catholics showed marked hostility to 
the Government,while the independent, Conservatives 
and the various sections of the Liberal party seemed 
disposed for a coalition. 

The German Minister of .War, General von 
Kaltenborn-Stachau, will shortly retire, through ill- 
health. The fact is regretted in view of the ex- 
tensive reform of the military system to be brought 
before the Reichstag this autumn. 

The proposed lottery to raise funds for the 
decoration of the Royal Palace has, it is said, been 
definitely rejected by the Prussian Ministry. The 
proposal emanated from the entourage of the 
Emperor, and was strongly opposed by Herr Miquel. 

The Swedish Lower Chamber last week adopted 
by 134 to 79 a Bill reducing the qualification for 
the franchise from 800 to 500 kroner annual income. 
The Upper House, however, has negatived it by 
65 to 57. 

When the Italian Parliament reassembled on 
Wednesday, the Premier made statements as to the 
recent Ministerial crisis and the financial policy of 
the Government. The latter was unfavourably 
received ; and on Thursday, after a most tumultuous 
debate, the Ministry was defeated on a motion of 
confidence by 193 to 185. Signor Giolitti, a possible 
Minister of Finance, led the attack, which seems to 
have been largely inspired by the general hostility 
to Signor Nicotera. The Times correspondent pre- 
dicts a Saracco-Sonnino Ministry — which might 
consolidate parties, but could hardly last against a 
reorganised Left. It remains to be seen whether 
any policy but that of the Extremest Left—reduc- 
tion of armaments and retirement from Abyssinia— 
will be of any permanent use. 

The Young Czechs, backed by a few Croatian 
members, have formally moved the impeachment of 
Herr Schénborn, the Austrian Minister of Justice, 
for instituting the German tribunal at Weckelsdorf, 


in Bohemia, to which we referred last week, in spite 
of the fact that the “compromise” regulating such 
arrangements is before the Bohemian Landtag. 
The step was utterly absurd, the Government being 
perfectly within its legal rights, and is only im- 
portant as a fresh indication of the temper of the 
party. The motion was defeated on Thursday by 
238 to 41. 

Proportional Representation has had a third trial 
in Switzerland at the elections to the Cantonal 
Legislature in Neuchatel last Sunday, and is con- 
sidered by its supporters to have come out of it well. 
Each voter receives, outside the polling-place, printed 
lists of the candidates of both parties—election being 
by scrutin de liste. Inside, he receives a folding 
paper, with spaces for the names of as many candi- 
dates as can be elected. He may either fill up these, 
or fold up his printed list inside it. It isarranged that 
he shall do this in absolute solitude, while passing 
from one room to another in the polling-place. If he 
does not fill up all the spaces, he may add “ Votes not 
given to be credited to the Liberal list” (or some 
other, as the case may be). Of course, all the 
printed listscontain fewer candidates than the number 
of members to be elected, and close with the above 
formula. The result has secured a considerable repre- 
sentation for two parties hitherto unrepresented. 
The only drawback was that it took two days to 
bring out the results. 

The preliminary examination of the prisoners 
charged with the murder of M. Beltcheff, the col- 
league of M. Stambouloff, has at last been concluded. 
They will be tried by court-martial at the end of 
this month. The result can hardly be doubtful. 
An extensive plot against the Government is reported 
to have been discovered, involving the use of dyna- 
mite bombs. The examination of the alleged mur- 
derers of Dr. Vulkhovitch, the Bulgarian agent at 
Constantinople, is in progress in that city. 

Our Copenhagen correspondent writes :—‘ What- 
ever charms Finland may possess—and the Land of 
the Thousand Lakes has, indeed, her share of attrac- 
tions—liberty, personal or otherwise, is in any case 
not within their number. Two years ago some of 
the leading journalists of Helsingfors applied to the 
Senate for permission to form a Press Club. The 
petition was in due course laid before the Tsar 
himself, who has just refused its prayer. Formerly, 
again, foreign newspapers were sent to the offices 
of the various papers without having been previously 
examined by the censors. This favour—if one may 
term it. so—which is never known to have been 
abused, is now a thing of the past, although it is 
hoped that the restriction will be withdrawn. Nor 
is it, indeed, easy to see why foreign papers, simply 
used for editorial purpose, should be examined, as 
every word in the Finnish papers has to be sanc- 
tioned by the censors before publication.” 

As the 3rd of May, Old Style (next Sunday week), 
approaches, the excitement over the General Election 
in Greece grows more and more intense ; but it seems 
hopeless at present to attempt to prophesy as to 
the result. The present “Cabinet d’ Affaires” is un- 
represented by candidates in many places, and the 
contest really is between Tricoupists and Deliyan- 
nists. The number of candidates is large—in Attica 
34 for 11 seats, in Corfu 21 for 7 seats, in Trikkala 
(Thessaly) 33 for 4 seats, in Patras 24 for 6 seats, and 
so on. M. Rhallis, who left M. Deliyannis last 
year and joined the Third Party (the present 
Ministerialists), is now standing as a Deliyannist 
candidate for Attica. According to the Times cor- 
respondent, the Deliyannists are endeavouring to 
excite public feeling against the King. 

The Argentine Congress met on Tuesday. It is 
announced that the Government propose to 
attempt to deal with the excess of paper currency. 
The civil war in Venezuela is said to be conducted 
on both sides with great ferocity. General Crespo 
is reported to be advancing on Caracas, the 
last stronghold presumably of the Presidential 
troops. 
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A GEM OF MISGOVERNMENT IN IRELAND. 


LARE ISLAND, which Imperial genius has 
brought lower than the wretchedness of a work- 
house ward, was built by nature for one of those 
pleasure isles which, when they are anchored off an 
Italian coast, are the delight of the printers of 
oleographs, and off the coast of Hampshire have 
their value per foot run as building ground. It lies 
outside the tourist grooves. None but an occasional 
yacht’s crew or a shooter of blackcock on the moun- 
tains of Achill realises the grandeur of the Mayo 
coastscenery which forms the island’s pleasure-ground. 
For forty miles to the north and for thirty miles to 
the south the shore is piled with mountains of every 
imaginable romantic curve and hue, with here and 
there a peak towering at the very water's edge, its sea- 
face a mere massy ocean cliff dropping down sheer 
fifteen hundred feet into the foam. The ocean-front 
of Clare Island is just such a mountain-cliff. The 
eagles, and the eagles alone, can find a foothold 
overhead, and the base is scooped out into ocean- 
caves where the storms forge their thunder on 
winter nights, and the seals hold their uncanny 
parliament when the waves are in their summer 
sleep. The island has its proud story as well as its 
jewel-house of scenery. It was an independent 
principality up to Elizabeth’s day. Its Princess, 
Granu Uaile, who paid her royal sister a state visit 
at Hampton Court, patronised the great queen 
as graciously as the Emperor William patronises 
his grandmother; and, in strictest historical truth, 
the Irish Princess, who, throughout Spanish 
wars and Irish rebellions innumerable, managed 
to keep her head on her shoulders and save her 
dominions, and even practise her religion to her 
dying day, was a woman worthy to rank even with 
Elizabeth and with the hapless Queen of Scots 
among the heroines of those spacious times. Grace 
O’Malley’s profession was largely that of pirate, 
which was also the profession of Franky Drake, 
and, indeed, of Queen Elizabeth herself, who was 
only a more cautious practitioner. All was grist 
that came to her mill; a rich galeasse of the Invin- 
cible Armada, which was wrecked on the rocks of 
Miveelaun, an English prize-ship which she tore 
from one of Drake’s bull-dog captains; or, failing 
such big game, a wine-ship bound for Galway, or a 
Bristol merchantman’s cargo of cloth. It was the 
statesmanship of those days, and was only disreput- 
able where it failed, which was never Granu Uaile’s 
ease. The Clare Island of the Irish Princess, at all 
events, had its powerful fleet of galleys, and no 
stint of mountain mutton or of Spanish wine to 
wash it down, three hundred years ago. 

Last year every man, woman, and child upon the 
island, except the priest, the police, and the landlord’s 
bailiff, were in a state of starvation, and were only 
respited by public alms from death by hunger. 
What a commentary upon three hundred years of 
undisputed British supremacy! Grace O'Malley's 
grim fortress over the little island port has become 
a police barrack, where green-coated constabulary- 
men with repeating rifles have set up a system of 
piracy more cruel and less breezy than that of the 
Spanish Main. The fleet of galleys has vanished. 
The islanders whose bards once proudly bragged 
that “there never was a good man of the O’Malleys 
yet but was a mariner,” have only two five-ton 
yawls to the whole island. They have lost the art of 
braving the billows, and have no means of fishing up 
their dinner out of seas from which foreign trawlers 
are at this moment raising tons of sole and turbot. 
And the little island that once ruled the Western 
seas? A notorious land-jobber, who was also sub- 
Sheriff for the county, bought it after the Great 
Famine, with a view to exterminating the remnant 
of the population and re-selling the island to the 
Government for a convict-station. The deal with the 
Government did not come off, and the speculator—a 
man with bowelsof iron—recouped himself by trebling 
the rents upon the tenants, in place of evicting them 


root and branch. And so the poor sons of Grann 
Uaile staggered along through a generation, oscil- 
lating from famine to dearth, and back again from 
dearth to famine, until last year, in the ninety-first 
year of the ever-blessed Union, Mr. Balfour’sinspectors 
reported that the entire population was without 
food or the means of buying it, and must be either 
fed at the public charges or die. The British tax- 
payer was laid under contribution. The official 
return lately presented (Relief of Distress, Ireland, 
1890-91) shows that relief works were set going on 
the island from 23rd December to 5th August— 
that is to say, until the potatoes were ripe for 
digging; that at one time 93 out of a total 
population of 622 souls—roughly speaking, one 
from every household on the island — were in 
receipt of weekly wages from the State; and that 
in road-making alone £813 was thus expended on 
wages—a comparative torrent of gold on an island 
whose official valuation is only 18s. 4d. per head of the 
population. In addition to this, the isla&ders’ potato- 
patches were planted at the expense of the Poor-Law 
Union. lLargess was distributed liberally out of 
the Balfour and Zetland Famine Fund of £40,000. 
The constabulary laid aside their loaded rifles to 
become distributors of relief. To crown all, Lady 
Zetland and Miss Balfour visited the island in state, 
and through a corps of reporters the British public 
learned how the praises of Mr. Balfour were chanted 
by a grateful peasantry in an address which was 
drafted (the detail was not mentioned) by the hand 
of the local Removable magistrate. 

A very respectable substitute, you will say, for 
the royal bounty of Granu Uaile. If British rule 
cannot choose but produce chronic famine, at least 
the next best thing is to encounter it with Govern- 
ment rations? True, if Irish landlordism were 
not all the while preparing to pounce upon the 
Government rations as they reached the peasants’ 
mouths, and—more amazing still—-if the very 
Government which issued the rations did not 
deliberately assist in the theft. 

Even while the relief works were in full swing, 
the landlord’s agent and a force of police swooped 
down upon Clare Island, and attempted to capture 
for arrears of rent the very wages John Bull fondly 
supposed he was paying to fill starving children’s 
stomachs. How the trick is done is worth studying. 
The “ Loyal Minority” on the Mayo coast numbers 
only a few scores out of a couple of hundred 
thousand people; but the few scores own all the 
land, possess all the castles and fair pastures, and 
fill all the offices of power and emolument. One 
of the chosen families is (let us say) X. By an 
arrangement worthy of our refined civilisation 
in its most inspired hour, X. the Younger earns a 
handsome salary as poor-law inspector for adminis- 
tering public relief to the Clare Islanders, while X. 
the Elder (they are brothers) earns a double set of 
fees in appropriating for the landlord the fruit of 
the relief thus provided. X. the Elder, in fact, 
officiates both as Chancellor of the Exchequer and 
as Lord High Executioner. As sub-Sheriff of the 
county he wields all the powers and terrors of the 
law, and is accordingly sought after far and wide 
in the County Mayo as land-agent. He seeks the 
decree as land-agent, and as Sheriff is in a position 
to command all the Queen’s horses and all the 
Queen’s men to execute it. Mr. Jackson admits 
he dislikes the patent double-acting apparatus, but 
professes that he can find no remedy for it. All the 
power of Britain is at hand to crush the starving 
peasant who boos a bailiff; but there is no power in the 
decrees of Venice to prevent the principal officer of 
the law from being principal officer of the landlord 
at the same time—from being, in short, according to 
the old rhyme, “ Judge, jury, gallows, rope, and all.” 
Accordingly X. the Younger having fulfilled his 
function as angel of charity on Clare Island, X. the 
Elder took the islanders in hand; and X. the land- 
agent having made his arrangements for pouncing 
upon the peasants’ relief-wages and charity-grown 
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potato-crops for rent, X. the Sheriff ordered a com- 
petent force of Queen’s riflemen to his assistance to 
make straight his paths. 

There ensued a six months’ squalid and sickening 
war throughout the winter between peasant and 
landlord for the fruit of the miserable relief adminis- 
tered by the British taxpayer—a war in which the 
blows were all upon one side, for the poor 
Gaelic-speaking peasants had no weapon even of 
speech, while the landlord’s raids were backed 
up with liberal musket-blows, and with eighty 
Coercion prosecutions. I have had an opportunity 
recently of detailing to the House of Commons the 
incidents of last winter on Clare Island, and I do not 
propose to harrow your readers further with them 
here. The main point is that the myrmidons of the 
State actively assisted in robbing the poor-box they 
themselves had filled; that the policemen, who a 
few months before visited the cabins as State 
almoners, revisited them now to spy out for the 
landlord’s bailiff the peasant’s mountain-goat or 
handful of potatoes; that the very men and women 
who up to August had to be supported on the relief- 
works were—eighty of them—prosecuted under the 
Coercion Act for “illegal assembly” in collecting in 
their terror to watch the operations of the bailiff 
and riflemen; that during a period of three stormy 
months they were no less than five times summoned 
to the mainland on the solemn charge of over- 
awing the forces of the law, and once, in mere 
selfish cruelty, compelled to walk thirteen miles 
further inland in a snowstorm to convenience the 
Removable Magistrates; and that, finally, the Re- 
movables from the Bench, and Mr. Jackson in the 
House of Commons, wound up the prosecutions with 
a lecture worthy of Mr. Podsnap in his most dithy- 
rambie vein upon the benignity of British law and 
the glories of the British connection. The islanders 
of course only escaped from the Coercion Court to 
fall in the Eviction Court. At the last Castlebar 
Quarter Sessions, decrees for possession—which Mr. 
Gladstone well described as “sentences of death” 
—were passed against nineteen island families; X. 
the agent, with his decrees in his hand, moved X. 
the Sheriff for the usual quota of British bayonets 
to assert the clemency of the law. One family was 
evicted experimentally —as an Irishman once directed 
a piper to play up “‘ The Boyne. Water ’—gently, to 
see could he stand it.” If the British public “can 
stand it,” out will go the remaining eighteen families 


-on the bleak island rocks, and out will go after them 


the remainder of the famishing islanders, for whom 
Mr. Balfour was only last year issuing pathetic 


-appeals to British charity, and decking his police- 


men with angels’ wings, and composing melting 
speeches in reply to his Removables’ rhetoric. And 
when the last of the O'Malleys are left roofless 


amidst the wild waves for not disgorging to the 


landlord the little store of food contributed for their 
starving children, surely they may well contrast 
piracy as practised on their island in the nineteenth 
century not altogether favourably with piracy as it 
was understood in the sixteenth. 

But now comes the crowning of paternal govern- 
ment in Ireland. For it turns out that while Mr. 
Balfour was spending tens of thousands of pounds 
out of public taxes in useless road-making, and 
keeping the island in an agony for the sake of a few 
hundred pounds of landlord’s rents, Nature had all 
the time provided within gunshot of Clare Island a 
wealth of deep-sea fishing enough to have fed the 
islanders and paid the landlord fifty times over ; and 
that throughout three hundred years it never once 
occurred to a paternal Government that such a 
treasure was there, or to provide the islanders with 
the means of grasping it. Last week there were 
twenty-two steam trawlers in Clew Bay, gathering 
up tons of turbot, soles, and mackerel on every side 
of Clare Island—Scotch trawlers, English trawlers, 
Manx trawlers, even French trawlers—and not a 
single Irish boat in the lot. For many years 
officials like Sir Thomas Brady and the late Mr. J. A. 


Blake—men with their hearts in their work, and 
who were consequently set down for cranks in the 
Black Book of Dublin Castle, and doomed to retire- 
ment on the first pretext—have been proclaiming in 
vain that a rich mine of deep-sea fishing lay off the 
Western coasts if the people had only seaworthy 
boats to work it. Laissez-faire answered “ Nonsense ! 
there is no fishing-bank off this cold coast that 
would repay more ambitious gear than the ancient 
spillet-hooks and _ hide-covered currachs of the 
natives.” Accordingly to their spillets and canoes 
the natives were left from famine-time to famine- 
time, while again and again sums sufficient to 
have equipped great fishing-fleets were poured out 
along the Mayo seaboard upon relief-works as 
purposeless as the oakum-picking or crank-turning 
of a gaol-yard. It was left for some roaming French- 
men to plough their way to wealth along the coast 
where an enlightened Dublin Castle could discern 
nought but barrenness and food for Coercion. Those 
trawling-steamers have made sad havoc of the poor 
islanders’ rude night-lines, and by the rattle of their 
paddles and their voracious sweeping-brush style of 
fishing at the very mouth of the bay have alarmed 
the fish and possibly done permanent damage to the 
fishing; but they have at least proved that here, 
within stone-throw of the famishing islanders, there 
is food and wealth exceeding relief funds a thousand 
times over, and that the islanders can but lift their 
empty hands in wonder while it is garnered by 
strangers. There is a pathos too deep for words in 
one fact mentioned to me last week by Father 
Molloy, the true-hearted pastor of Clare Island. He 
was dependent for his fish-dinner on Good Friday 
upon the courtesy of a foreign trawler. His own 
luckless parishioners could but watch from the shore 
while the strange steamers were loading up to the 
hatchways with turbot for the London or the Paris 
market. The strangers had fared so well that they 
charitably threw the coarser kinds of fish in their 
draw overboard to the natives! 

Is it possible for human words to heighten the 
argument, either against eviction or against Dublin 
Castle government, preached by such facts? The last 
touch of gruesome comedy is given to the scene by 
the announcement that, while X. the Elder, with his 
evicting expedition, may any day again be descried 
off Clare Island, X. the Younger is being once more 
set in motion as poor-law inspector to report what 
is to be done, by emigration to Manitoba or other- 
wise, with the pestilent O’Malleys. If any Briton by 
his fireside likes to think the Irish difficulty is an 
affair of our grandfathers, or, at all events, of the 
days when the Balfourian bloom was on the rye, let 
him fix his eyes upon the thin figures of the 
O'Malleys, only too pitifully “up to date,” on the 
Clare Island cliffs, wringing their helpless hands 
while a fleet of strange steamers carries off the 
treasures of the deep under their noses, and strain- 
ing their eyes towards the point where any day the 
Sheriff's gunboat may loom in sight to evict them for 
rents less in moneys numbered than a French trawler 
might earn in a single cruise, and to cut off their last 
chance of sustenance by land or sea. Is it a contra- 
vention of the Coercion Act to sigh for one day of 
the lion-hearted old sea-queen who sleeps amidst the 
ocean surges under the ruins of the island abbey ? 


WILLIAM O'BRIEN. 


FROM GREEN BENCHES. 


T is a curious fact that the very mention of a 
Scotch debate seems to have the same effect 

on the members of the House of Commons who 
are not connected by birth or political connection 
with Scotland as if some herald should announce 
that a leper was within the Parliamentary gates. But 
the Scotch are to be congratulated on the political 
results that flow from this temper. An Irish debate, 
for instance, seems to excite all that is pugnacious in 
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the breast of every member of the House; and is never 
complete without contributions from the noble passion 
of Mr. Ashmead Bartlett, the broad judgment of Mr. 
Morton, and the thrilling eloquence of Mr. Seymour 
Keay. It would suggest acurious and interesting in- 
quiry why it is that Scotch debates have so opposite 
effect upon the House of Commons. The real explan- 
ation is, however, simple though not very flattering. 
The Scotch members speak of foreign things in a 
foreign tongue. The retention of their old law terms, 
of their curious bits of Latinity and ancient English, 
has the effect of making Scotch institutions abso- 
lutely unintelligible to the Southron ear. The Scotch- 
men, however, are strong in the righteousness of a 
good cause and of a certain national and commend- 
able inclination to self-esteem. They maunder 
through the rough heather of their unintelligible 
Bill for hour after hour, and sometimes for day 
after day. They give back scorn for scorn to the 
unheeding and contemptuous House; they refuse to 
hurry their pace by even a second, though there be 
without the echoes of howling impatience; and, if 
anything, their speech becomes more sober, more 
solemn, and more deliberate, in proportion to the 
evidences of the ardent desire that they should pass 
on, and give way to livelier orators and more 
popular themes. And this is the secret of Scotland's 
parliamentary greatness. 

Suspensions in the House of Commons have come 
to be rare occurrences. The truth is, a change is 
coming over that assembly, the full scope of which 
is as yet but imperfectly appreciated. The House 
of Commons may be growing a somewhat duller 
assembly than it used to be, but it is becoming also 
@ great deal more businesslike. More than once 
during this present Session the Speaker—or Mr. 
Courtney acting in his place—has promptly and 
relentlessly closed up debate after it had proceeded 
but a short space of time, and the House, which in 
earlier periods of its existence would have risen in 
angry tumult at such an invasion of the sacred 
liberty of obstruction and boredom, has submitted 
with the most patient and even broken-spirited air. 
There have been calls for a division, but the call 
lacked the splendid swelling passion of the older 
days; and sometimes even the luxury of a division 
has been denied by the application of the cruel rule 
which enables the Speaker to call upon the dissent- 
ing minority to rise in its place, and, unless it reach 
a certain minimum, gives the Speaker equal power 
to tell it to ignominiously sit down again. 

This gradual but momentous change is due in 
the first instance to the enactment of the closure, 
which, indeed, has altered the whole point of 
view from which debate in the House of Commons 
is regarded. Speeches against time are not yet 
wholly unknown ; the bore still asserts his inevitable 
and odious personality ; and the dinner-hour is still 
the happy hunting ground or the lawless Alsatia in 
which members who cannot reach the ear of the 
House are able to reach the eyes of the constituency 
in the speech faithfully recorded in the local journal 
or shyly supplied from the bulging manuscript. But 
the House has grown less tolerant of this kind of 
thing ; and the whole tendency nowadays is to regard 
debate as a means to the end of getting a division or 
advancing business. 

The second agency in producing this change of 
temper has been the present Speaker. In the 
extremely brilliant and penetrating sketches of 
our public men which are appearing in the Daily 
News, the observation is made with regard to the 
Speaker that he has sometimes appeared rather to 
overstep the old limits of his office, and has sought 
to advance business—to put down boredom, and to 
sternly repress unnecessary speech—all of which 
ends, though desirable, used to be attained in pre- 
vious days by the action of the Ministers, or the 
impatience of the House. Undoubtedly the Speaker 
has frequently done all these things ; and, indeed, 
his attitude in the chair, the look on his face—the 
movement forward as though to pounce on the 


erring member, all these things make trans- 
parent his strong impatience with folly or malig- 
nity, or mere mischievousness—all of which 
ignoble qualities are not absent, even from the 
Olympian tempers of the House of Commons. 
It is indeed a great change from the absolutely 
Gallio-like indifference with which, as though 
graven and passionless images, previous Speakers 
beheld the passions and pranks of the House of 
Commons. Mr. Courtney is inclined by tempera- 
ment—for he is as stolid as the Speaker is impres- 
sionable and restless—to give debate a freer rein; 
and there is a palpable contrast in the whole 
temper, bearing, and language of the House when he 
is presiding with the sterner and more tightly held 
mood when the Speaker holds the reins. But Mr. 
Courtney also is falling into the dominant mood of the 
House—has taken to curtailing speech—to pushing 
business—and to suppressing bores. And so the old 
lawless, garrulous, unbusinesslike assembly of the 
olden times is passing from our gaze; and the 
sterner, shorter, terser, and less patient assembly 
has come that reflects the more realistic temper of 
an epoch of strikes, eight-hours a day, and now and 
then, anarchic explosions. 

Wednesday’s debate was an even more significant 
proof of the change in the times. A few years ago, 
the man who dared to speak in the House of Commons 
about the unearned increment would have emptied 
the House or broken it up into bursts of Homeric 
laughter. Those now dropping into old fogeydom 
remember still the day when Lord Cranborne—as 
the Marquis of Salisbury then was named—insisted 
that the House of Commons should give a hearing 
to Mr. John Stuart Mill’s exposition of the novel 
doctrine of proportional representation. But even 
the fame of the philosopher, and the authority 
of a great nobleman, could not prevail against the 
incurable philistinism of a Parliament of the olden 
time; and Mr. Mill could not get a hearing for a 
project which Mr. Courtney and Sir John Lubbock 
nowadays can debate in a full, attentive, and largely 
sympathetic House. Mr. Mill would have been 
even more surprised to hear clever young lawyers like 
Mr. Haldane and Mr. Asquith lay down to a House 
that did not attempt even to sneer the great 
doctrine of the unearned increment, to find that 
but faint cheers rewarded the vigorous onslaught 
of Mr. Baumann on the principle; and his mild 
philosophic eyes would have opened wide to have 
observed that the old doctrine of unrestricted in- 
dividualism, sacred monopoly, and loud shouts of 
“confiscation!” seemed no longer to be the popular 
tocsin cries with what he called the stupid party. 
Still more would our poor philosopher have won- 
dered when he saw the whole strength of the Liberal 
party, with all their leaders at their head—with an 
occasional Tory to break the uniformity—walking 
into the division lobby in favour of the doctrine 
If they have Parliamentary sittings on Wednesday 
evenings in the Elysian Fields, John Stuart Mill 
must have had a rare moment of triumph. 


BEAUTIFUL LONDON. 


’R. BALFOUR deserves the credit of having 
N made a speech at once wise, interesting, and 
suggestive at the Royal Academy banquet last week. 
It is no easy thing for even the most practised 
of speakers to say anything new on such an occa- 
sion. No doubt the President succeeds year by year 
in giving a certain degree of freshness to the 
eloquence with which all the frequenters of the 
banquet are familiar; but there are few persons 
who possess the peculiar gifts of Sir Frederic Leigh- 
ton, and it is seldom indeed that one of her 
Majesty’s Ministers, in returning thanks, succeeds in 
striking out a new line for himself. Yet the credit 
must be given to Mr. Balfour of having done this 
last Saturday, when he touched upon a question of 
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real interest to all who live in London, and to all 
who are interested in the fortunes of this great city. 
Nor could he have chosen any occasion more appro- 
priate than that on which he spoke to draw the atten- 
tion of the public to the claims of London from the 
zesthetic point of view. Are we going to stand by, 
with folded hands, whilst the greatest city in the 
world becomes also the most hideous; or shall those 
who love art, not merely as it is presented to us on 
the walis of the Royal Academy, but as it may be 
seen in the streets and squares of every great 
capital in the world, be prepared to do something to 
rescue London from the fate which now undoubtedly 
threatens it? This was the question raised by Mr. 
Balfour a week ago, and we trust that his words did 
not fall upon deaf ears. London at the present moment 
is undergoing a process of vulgarisation which every 
art lover and every lover of the greatest city in the 
world must deplore. It has fallen into the hands of the 
speculative builder and the speculative capitalist. Day 
by day the old picturesque nooks and corners which 
once made London beautiful, despite the fog and the 
smoke, are disappearing ; and day by day their place 
is being taken by mammoth structures which may be 
convenient, which are certainly immense, and which 
are just as incontestably hideous. We have only to 
look at Piccadilly in order to see how the process 
affects us. There is no thoroughfare in the world 
which can vie with Piccadilly in the special advan- 
tages it enjoys. It is the leading thoroughfare in a 
vast city, and yet on one side of it are trees and a 
great expanse of grass. How easy it is to conjure up 
a vision of Piccadilly as it might be, if only it 
possessed buildings suited to its special conditions! 
Nay, we have only to think of what Piccadilly was 
a few years ago in order to realise all that we are 
losing by the “improvement” of that particular 
thoroughfare. Many of us can recall the time 
when, if the houses were small and, to a cer- 
tain extent, mean in appearance, they were at 
least picturesque and varied. Here and there 
the old-fashioned bow window projected into the 
street ; the sky line was broken by a score of gables, 
and there was about the whole thoroughfare that 
air of the antique which reminded us of the time 
when it was little more than a country road. But 
with sad eyes the Londoner has seen all the pic- 
turesque bits disappear from his favourite thorough- 
fare; he has had to look on whilst even the old 
brick house once associated with the memory of the 
Duke of Queensberry has been converted into a 
staring stone edifice, as commonplace as it is vulgar 
in outward aspect. And now vast clubs which might 
be palaces, but which are unhappily more like hotels 
or insurance offices, are spreading themselves over 
the site of a dozen smaller but infinitely more beau- 
tiful structures. And what is going on in Piccadilly 
is going on almost everywhere else throughout 
London. The rage of the moment is for buildings 
larger and loftier than we have ever known before. 
At Knightsbridge, for example, a structure which 
weighs upon the earth like a nightmare has suddenly 
sprung into being, and one of the most delightful 
thoroughfares in the West-End has become as 
depressing and odious as a street in the modernised 
city. We say nothing for the moment of the serious 
effect which the erection of these intolerably lofty 
buildings must have upon the health and the spirits 
of most dwellers in London. Yet it is impossible 
to walk down a thoroughfare like Northumberland 
Avenue, for example, without becoming unpleasantly 
conscious of the fact that in a city where sun is 
precious beyond words, men are being allowed for 
their own selfish purposes to shut it out of the 
streets. By-and-by, if the speculators are allowed to 
have their own way, the unhappy Londoner will be 
compelled to spend his days in walking through a 
series of deep channels, into which the rays of the 
sun are rarely allowed to penetrate, and where even 
the fog itself can hardly add to the all-pervading 
gloom. 

Mr. Balfour justly asks how it is that when the 


question of new buildings comes before the House 
of Commons, and a committee is called upon to 
consider whether a certain so-called “ improvement” 
is or is not needed, the general public is allowed no 
voice in the discussion. There is no one to say that 
any particular structure is too ugly to be tolerated ; 
nor does a Parliamentary Committee listen with 
ordinary patience to anyone who professes to speak 
in behalf of the due provision of such necessities of 
life as air andlight. The Royal Academy, if it were 
properly to discharge the high duties which ought 
to be inseparable from its great privileges, might do 
much in this matter, if only the Legislature would 
recognise the fact that a town ought to be something 
more than a collection of dwelling houses, shops, and 
hotels. Is it not time that those who are anxious to 
see London made beautiful and wholesome, as well 
as rich and prosperous, should move in the direction 
indicated by Mr. Balfour? The County Council, de- 
spite the bitter opposition with which it has met, has 
already done something to adorn and beautify the 
city. The care it has taken in particular to add to 
the number of our recreation grounds entitles it to 
the gratitude of every member of the community. 
But it would be too much, we fear, to expect the 
Council, at all events whilst it is compelled to 
struggle against the many enemies who now daily 
confront it, to take cognisance of those more 
zesthetic considerations to which Mr. Balfour 
referred. We have every reason to feel thankful to 
it for the manner in which it is looking after the 
dwellings of the poor. But the haunts of the 
well-to-do may also demand a little sympathetic 
thought ; and at present the process of deterioration 
is going on far more rapidly in the West-End than 
it is in Whitechapel or Clerkenwell. A Minister of 
Public Works, who would be empowered to consider 
not only whether a building was safe, but whether 
it was beautiful, and who might even exercise a 
careful supervision over the hoardings which make 
our streets hideous with flaring advertisement, 
would be a functionary whose usefulness none could 
deny, and who might yet give to the greatest of the 
world’s cities some measure of the beauty which Old 
London possessed before the Fire, and which no city 
in the world can really afford to be without. At all 
events, we hope that Mr. Balfour’s speech on Satur- 
day may in due time bear good fruit, and if that. 
should be the case we shall be the first to express 
our gratitude to the First Lord of the Treasury for 
having ventured to touch upon so delicate and dif- 
ficult a subject as that which formed the theme of 
his address to the members of the Royal Academy. 


THE STATESMAN AS JOURNALIST. 


T is, we fear, inevitable that the journalist whose 
illusions are few will rise from his perusal of 
Lord Randolph Churchill’s book with a sense that 
he has fewer still. Not that “Men, Mines, and 
Animals in South Africa” is at all a bad book; on 
the contrary, it is in some respects a distinctly bright 
one. But it is sheer journalism—the journalism of a 
clever amateur who picks up his trade as he goes. 
All the characteristics of the journalist’s tone and 
mood are here ; his gullibility, his scent for “ copy,” 
his indifference to everything but the point of view 
which happens to suggest itself in the most piquant 
form, his culture ad hoc, his favourite pretence that. 
he has been delving in the very bowels of knowledge 
for what he has just supplied from a handy gazetteer, 
his quick but easily satisfied glance at men, places,and 
institutions, his resolve at all hazards to show that, 
like Byron, “ description is his forte.’ What he will, 
however, observe, with a measure of real respect, is the 
way in which Lord Randolph improves as he goes 
along. In the latter pages of his book it would be im- 
possible to meet a sentence of such appalling banality 
as this, which we find in the first :—** Among the pas- 
sengers the male sex predominates, and youth is 
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stamped on the countenances of the majority.” 
Indeed, it is a sufficient tribute to Lord Randolph’s 
cleverness that there is little fault to find with the 
style of his later letters. The clumsy and unpractised 
hand acquires ease, freedom, and almost lightness of 
touch—the journalist, in a word, has become “salted,” 
like his own oxen. Unfortunately, Lord Randolph 
has not yet acquired the power of self-criticism with- 
out which no craftsman of the pen ever reaches per- 
fection. If he had, he would have mercilessly scored 
out such triumphs of the descriptive method as 
this:—‘*On the terrace, overlooking the sea, one 
perceives, on the right hand, an immense mass of 
blue blossom, borne by the ‘Jacaranda.’ On the 
left a similar mass of deep crimson blossom draws 
attention to (!) a splendid ‘Schotia.” Two large 
trees, by name ‘Grevillia,’ covered with yellow 
flowers, offer a startling but agreeable contrast.” 
On the side of mere good taste and tact, Lord 
Randolph has been sensible enough to acknowledge 
the criticisms of THE SPEAKER by withdrawing his 
memorable japes at the cook and passengers of the 
Grantully Castle, and what he ealls his hazardous 
speculation on “the origin of the female sex.” 
What Lord Randolph cannot withdraw is the picture 
of himself which these trifling flights of fancy left on 
the minds of his countrymen. Géthe said truly 
enough of Heine that he had no “heart.” Lord 
Randolph Churchill suggests many agreeable quali- 
ties, most of all a certain surface keenness and 
brightness of vision, but when we consult his book 
for a moral picture of the writer, as the hero 
of one of Mr. Gilbert’s fantastic stories consulted 
his magic mirror for the portrait of his future self, 
we obtain no satisfactory reflection. It is indeed 
when we compare his slight impressions with a 
really great book of travels like David Livingstone’s 
that we are able to get their true intellectual 
measure. Livingstone’s mighty personality, his 
stores of garnered and matured experience, his 
truly scientific mind, his unfailing wisdom, his 
splendid and sombre generalisations, his utter 
devotion to his great task, were veins of pure gold 
shot through the solid ore of his immortal work. 
And what in the light of such deeds and such a 
character can we say of Lord Randolph's bits of 
journalistic snip-snappery, his cases of dry cham- 
pagne, his Tartarin-like huntings, his flippantly merci- 
less treatment of policies and personalities, his 
incessant thirst for animal excitement? Lord Ran- 
dolph is essentially the end-of-the-century young 
man, weary of himself and of the old, usual things 
of life, and fighting hard, not so much with beasts 
at Ephesus or Mashonaland, as with the mere 
tedium of watching one sun rise and another set. 

Let us, however, not be altogether thankless to a 
writer who on the whole entertains us handsomely 
enough. With all his faults, both as a writer 
and a politician—and they are strikingly obvious— 
Lord Randolph is never duli. And he is, moreover, 
@ man of real shrewdness, unhampered by the 
prejudices and illusions common to his caste and to 
men of his avowed form of political thinking. We are 
glad to see that he again puts on record, in measured 
and unequivocal language, the long-delayed act of 
justice to the policy of ending the Transvaal War. 
It is an honest recantation for Lord Randolph, but 
it is also a valuable political judgment :— 

The surrender of the Transvaal, and the peace concluded by Mr. 
Gladstone with the victors of Majuba Hill, were at the time, and still 
are, the object of sharp criticism and bitter denunciation from many 
politicians at home, quorum pars parva fui. Better and more precise 
information, combined with cool reflection, leads me to the conclusion 
that had the British Government of that day taken advantage of its 
strong military position, and annihilated, as it could easily have done, 
the Boer forces, it would indeed have regained the Transvaal, but it 
might have lost Cape Coiony. The Dutch sentiment in the Cape had 
been so exasperated by what it considered to be the unjust, faithless, 
and arbitrary policy pursued towards the free Dutchmen of the Trans- 
vaal by Sir Bartle Frere, Sir Theophilus Shepstone, and Sir Owen 
Lanyon, that the final triumph of the British arms, mainly by brute 
force, would have permanently and hopelessly alienated it from Great 
Britain; Parliamentary Government in a country where the Dutch 
control the Parliament would have become impossible, and without 
Parliamentary Government Cape Colony would be ungovernable. 


It is curious that against this measured view of 
the Boers in Cape Colony, Lord Randolph still sets 
his pitiless censure of their fellow-countrymen in the 
Transvaal and of their Government. We confess 
our difficulty in reconciling the supreme merits of the 
original stock with the utter worthlessness of the 
offshoot. Of the prospects in Mashonaland, Lord 
Randolph speaks with a frankness that, considering 
his relations with Mr. Cecil Rhodes, does him much 
credit; and that has already served to moderate 
the disposition of Englishmen to hand over to 
that strange statesman-adventurer a kind of un- 
crowned kingship over a new South African Empire. 
Indeed, some of the political criticism is sound 
enough, and shows Lord Randolph in the redeeming 
character of an anti-Jingo and fairly progressive 
colonial statesman. This, indeed, and the careless 
freedom of the pictures of hunting life in the latter 
pages of the book, go some way to giving it a true 
political and also a literary interest. The sadness 
of it is that the fleeting impressions of genius— 
the genius of an immensely clever, largely original, 
thoroughly untutored and at the same time utterly 
disillusioned man—do not carry with them the 
“image and superscription” of a great character or 
of a mastery of the secret of life. 


ANATOLE FRANCE, 


JNEW books are at once demulcent and tonic. M. 

Anatole France’s are among the few. They 
console while they fortify. They pour in oil as well 
as wine. This puts their author among the good 
Samaritans of literature. He has something of 
Thomas & Kempis; something, too, of the philoso- 
pher whom Mr. George Long perversely calls Marcus 
Antoninus. Each successive volume of his offers a 
fresh solace. It brings a moment of rest and peace 
into the feverish stress of a life teased by the “new” 
criticism, and tired by the “new” humour. Thank 
heaven! there is none of this humour in M. Anas 
tole France. One may go bail he would make but a 
sorry figure in an altercation with an omnibus 
conductor. He was never one of three in a boat. 
Our young literary Mohocks would call him a 
“Juggins,” which appears to be the new humor- 
ists’ name for their ascendants’ “old put.” To 
add that he is no eritic sounds a fatuous imperti- 
nence. Yet he will have it so. There is nothing 
of the critic in him, he declares in the preface to the 
new, and fourth, volume of “La Vie Littéraire” 
(Paris: Calmann Lévy). He has no skill to work 
the winnowing-machines which separate the grain 
from the chaff. His articles, he says, are literary 
causeries, not criticism. Readers of THE SPEAKER 
ought to have no difficulty in grasping the distine- 
tion, though our friends “ A. T. Q.C.” and “A.B.” can 
hardly be expected to admit its propriety. If you 
insist on a more definite label for his writings, M. 
France offers you contes de lettres. “Il y a des 
contes de fées. Sil y a aussi des contes de lettres, 
c’en sont la plutét.” 

The critic reasons; M. France is content to feel. 
He distrusts all systems of wsthetics, because of 
their trick of ratiocination. Zeno demonstrated that 
the arrow flying through the air is motionless. You 
might also demonstrate, though not perhaps so 
easily, the exact contrary. In short, everything is 
demonstrable, except what we feel to be true. A 
sustained argument on a complex subject proves 
nothing save the mental vigour of him who sustains 
it. In criticism, beware the mathematical mind. It 
is perfect, it is sublime; but the machine is so 
delicate that it can only work in vacuo, and a single 
grain of sand in the wheels suffices to put them out 
of gear. One trembles to think what this grain of 
sand may do for a mathematical brain. Remember 
Pascal! 

But if criticism cannot be founded on reason, 
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have we not tradition and universal consent? Nay, 
there are no such things. True, that general opinion 
favours certain works. But this is from prejudice, 
not choice and spontaneous preference. The works 
which everyone admires are those which no one 
examines. We are the dupes of names and signa- 
tures—these removed, we are all at sixes and sevens. 
M. France remembers a military examination, not so 
long ago, in which an unsigned passage of prose, 
set for dictation, provoked the contemptuous amuse- 
ment of all the newspapers. What barrack-room 
rigmarole was this? It was a morsel of Michelet. 
On the other hand, we praise blindly anything signed 
by a great name. Victor Cousin went into ecstasies 
over the phrase “raccourcis d’abime” in Pascal— 
which turned out to be a misprint. When Ossian was 
thought to be Ossian he was compared with Homer. 
When his name was changed to MacPherson, he was 
discovered to have written trash. Moreover, the 
consensus of opinion, when you do get it, varies 
with the almanac. The “Iliad” charms us to-day 
because we all, in good faith, discover something of 
the primitive savage in it. In the seventeenth 
century, they praised Homer for having observed 
“the rules.” Said Boileau, “be sure that if Homer 
used the word ‘dog,’ it was because the word is noble 
in Greek.” We laugh. So shall we be laughed at 
two centuries hence. 

Criticism, then, must not give itself airs. M. 
France will teach it to be humble. And he practises 
what he preaches. But there is humility and hu- 
mility. We are not expected to admire Uriah 
Heep’s, but M. France's is charming—as, for in- 
stance, when he confesses that he has been making 
a sham parade of learning. In the course of an 
ingenious “ Apology for Plagiarism,” he solemnly 
cites a certain treatise, De plagio litterario, by one 
Master Jacobus Thomasius, professor at the School 
of St. Nicholas, at Leipzig, in 1684. Then he lets the 
cat out of the bag. 


‘In very truth I have not read the treatise of Master Jacobus 
Thomasius, I have never set eyes on it, and, in all probability, I 
never shall; if I mention it, ‘tis a piece of pure affectation and 
only because it happens to be quoted in an oll folio, whose dog’s- 
eared leather coverinspires me with profound veneration. It islying 
open on my table, in the light of the lamp, and gives me the feeling 
of being a sort of Doctor Faust, who, on turning over its yellow 
pages, might find perhaps the magic signs by which the alchemists 
made Helen appear in their laboratory like a ray of white light. 
Reverie absorbs me. I turn over the leaves and come upon a 
dried branch of rosemary, placed there by some lover long since 
dead. Carefully unrolling a little slip of paper wrapped round 
the stem, I read: J’aime bien Marie, le 26 de juin de Van 1695. 
And that reminds me that in human sentiments there exists an 
old groundwork on which poets put their delicate and light 
embroideries, and that it is absurd to cry out, ‘Stop thief!’ the 
moment someone says jaime bien Marie, because one happens to 
have said it oneself.” 


Mark how ingeniously M. France turns his little 
bit of autobiography into an argument in support of 
his case for plagiarism. Put syllogistically, it would 
be nothing; but put as a bit of self-revelation it 
charms as well as convinces. It becomes a conte de 
lettres. Here is another. M. France has been dis- 
coursing of Cleopatra after seeing M. Sardou’s play. 
He has been illustrating the lady’s character by 


— from Plutarch. Then he suddenly breaks 
off :— 


“T remember one Friday at school, in winter, during the 
eleven o'clock meal. I had never felt the vulgarities and inele- 
gancies of life more acutely; a sickening smell of fried food 
filled the refectory ; the walls were all damp, and you could see 
through the iron-barred windows a drizzling rain falling from a 
leaden-grey sky. The boys were making a horrible noise with 
their forks, while one of our number, perched in a high chair, in 
the middle of the hall was reading, according to rule, a passage 
of Rollin’s Ancient History.’ I gazed, without eating a mouthful, 
at my greasy plate, and at the servants handing in dishes of 
stewed prunes, with their fingers in the juice. Everything dis- 
gusted me. Amid the clatter of crockery the reader’s voice at 
intervals reached my ears, Suddenly I caught the name of Cleo- 
patra and fragments of enchanting phrases: Elle allait paraitre 
devant Antoine dans un dge oi les femmes joignent a la fleur de leur 
beauté toute la force de Vesprit. Sa personne plus puis- 
sante que toutes les parures. - La poupe de son vaisseau était 
toute éclatanie d'or, de voiles de pourpre, les rames d'argent. Then 
a delicious vision rose before my eyes. I fell into a deep ecstasy. 
The usher, who was an ugly brute, awoke me with a start by 


giving me a task for not having risen with the others. But I 

had seen Cleopatra !”’ 

This is the autobiographic method of criticism, the 
“narrative of the adventures of a soul among master- 
pieces.” Its value, of course, depends upon the soul. 
It is as well to make sure you are an Anatole France 
before you fall to writing criticism in the form of 
contes de lettres. 


THE DRAMA. 


“THr FRINGE OF Society ”—‘*THE NEW SvusB”— 
“ ROSENCRANTZ AND GUILDENSTERN NADIA.” 


H! the disillusions of the theatre! The more I 

see of plays the more I am convinced that they 

are never so good as when they are not played. If 
you tell me that the very name of a “play” shows 
that it is something designed to be played, I reply 
that you are duped by a miserable sophism of the 
etymologists. Depend upon it, the true mode of 
enjoying a play is to read it, as Macaulay pretended 
he liked to read Plato, with your heels on the 
fender. Up to last Saturday night that was how 
I knew Le Demi-Monde. It had been a fireside 
companion. In that way I had learnt to tolerate 
its little weaknesses, to overlook the _ self-com- 
placent meanness of Olivier de Jalin, to have a 
blind eye for the frailties of Suzanne d’Ange, 
and to revel in the curious felicity of its literary 
expression, its set speeches about the “ péches & 
quinze sous, avee un petit point noir” and the four 
primeval demi-mundanes who united in a “ contre- 
danse.” But now this fender-friend of mine has 
been dragged by Mr. Wyndham into the hard, cruel 
glare of the footlights, and the heartless exposure 
has ruined its character in my eyes forever. It is 
no longer a literary masterpiece, a classic of the 
drama, something to be quoted with arrogance when- 
ever I wanted to crush another play by comparisons ; 
it has become a mere common work-a-day thing, 
mouthed by players whose faces and voices I 
know, and vulgarised by being turned from the fas- 
cinating obscurity of an imperfectly understood 
language into the idiom which announces one’s 
hot water in the morning and summons one to 
journey all the way from the Circus to the Bank 
for twopence. Truly has Mr. Oscar Wilde said 
that “to be intelligible is to be found out.” 
An anonymous translator at the Criterion has forced 
me into finding out the Demi-Monde. I should like 
to get out of the difficulty by declaring that the 
English version of the play is an impudent mistrans- 
lation, a gross perversion of the original. But I 
cannot conscientiously say anything of the kind. 
The Fringe of Society is certainly an adaptation 
rather than a faithful translation: it modifies the 
“values” of the original, whitening this character 
and blackening that; but the fact remains that in 
its main lines the English play coincides with the 
French,and the faults of the Fringe of Society are only 
an italicised reprint of the faults of the Demi-Monde. 
To begin with, the whole affair is founded upon an 
obvious absurdity. What would be the actual proce- 
dure of an Olivier de Jalin determined to save his 
bosom-friend, Raymond de Nanjac, from marrying a 
woman whom he knows to be worthless, and who has 
in point of fact been his own mistress? Clearly Olivier 
would at once put the plain facts of the case to Ray- 
mond without any beating about the bush. But were 
he totakethisstraightforward course there would beno 
play, and so M. Dumas, condescending to the artifices 
of a Sardou, makes Olivier betake himself to all sorts of 
tricks—tricks with letters, tricks with half-open 
doors—in order to reveal to Raymond at length and 
circuitously what he ought to have told him point- 
blank in the very first act. Of the damage to Olivier’s 
character as a gentleman which this paltry business 
entails, every critic, since the play was produced in 
1855,has had plenty to say, and there is really nothing 
more to be said. Whatever difference there may 
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be in the codes of honour recognised in the two 
countries, it is sufficiently clear that neither in Eng- 
land nor in France do gentlemen permit themselves 
to thrust their mistresses’ love-letters under the noses 
of other gentlemen. Nor do they think it fair to 
entrap their mistresses into a frank confession of self 
while they know other gentlemen are eavesdropping 
behind curtains. These things happen in The Fringe 
of Society, for which I do not care two straws; but 
alas! they also happen in the Demi-Monde, and so 
Mr. Wyndham’'s adapter—may the Erinnyes, with 
their snake-locks, pursue and torment him!—has 
spoiled my Dumas, my fireside companion, for me. 

But the anonymous (I wish to use the adjective 
in its most vituperative sense) adapter has sins of 
his own to answer for. By whitewashing the 
character of Suzanne D’Ange, by representing her 
as a mere divorcée instead of as a mercenary light- 
o’-love, he has made his Sir Charles Hartley, R.A. 
(Why “ R.A.’ ? Is this a sop to the prejudices of the 
New English Art Club?), a far meaner person than 
Dumas’ Olivier de Jalin. Olivier’s anxiety to save 
his friend Raymond from marrying his cast-off 
mistress iscomprehensible. But Sir Charles’s anxiety 
to save his friend Cuthbert from marrying a lady to 
whom he was engaged, and who has done nothing 
worse than desert a husband whom she was almost 
forced into marrying, is mere meddlesome prudery. 
And not only have the “values” been tampered 
with: the atmosphere is not the same. Dumas 
introduced us to what was, at any rate in 1855, a 
new milieu, a new social environment, the “ half- 
world” where queer games might be played between 
men and their paramours with packets of letters and 
eavesdroppers at keyholes without exciting surprise. 
But in the English version this so-called “ fringe” 
of society has practically nothing to distinguish it 
from the material which it borders: the people are 
just “smart” people, with their “smartness” a little 
the worse for wear, and we cannot help judging 
their conduct by ordinary standards —and _ this 
more especially because they all talk our pedestrian 
English prose. When people are made the mouth- 
pieces of M. Dumas’ brilliant epigrams, I feel inclined 
to allow them any amount of “law” in the direction 
of dubious morality ; but when they only talk bald 
mistranslations of Dumas, then I am inclined to be 
censorious. Unlike their French originals, they 
cannot palliate their guilt by the “ circonstances 
atténuantes” of what Swift called “lordly and sur- 
prising” language. 

The shortcomings of the Fringe of Society are not 
redeemed by good acting. Mr. Wyndham, as Sir 
Charles Olivier Hartley de Jalin, is grave when 
he should be humorous, and humorous when he 
should be grave. Mr. Vanderfelt’s Arthur Raymond 
Cuthbert de Nanjac is a very commonplace preux 
chevalier : the obliging gentleman who offers you a 
chair at Mr. Whiteley’s or the Army and Navy 
Stores is more distinguished. Mrs. Langtry, as the 
adventuress, wears some wonderful gowns with ease 
and grace, but simulates passionate emotion with 
difficulty and awkwardness. In short, this Fringe of 
Society isa mistake. It isa poor thing in itself, and it 
casts a reflected discredit on the Demi-Monde, which, 
— few of us had suspected of being a poor 
thing. 

The Court Theatre has reopened its doors with a 
new variant of the “triple bill,” the sempiternal 
Pantomime Rehearsal being now preceded by a 
clever little military sketch, The New Sub, signed 
by Mr. Seymour Hicks, a young and rising member 
of Mr. Toole’s company, and by Mr. W. S. Gilbert's 
not exactly new burlesque of Hamlet, entitled 
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. In Mr. Hicks’s 
piece we have a crew of young officers at Shorn- 
cliffe shouting, and singing, and “ ballyragging,” to 
use the academic phrase, as the young (and slightly 
inebriate) British officer will, and there is a comic 
Irish private who has walked straight out of the 
pages of Mr. Rudyard Kipling. The dry humour of 
Mr. Gilbert’s burlesque loses in the acting—here is 


another fireside companion dragged before the foot- 
lights !—and, strange to say, Mr. Weedon Grossmith 
is not very funny as Hamlet. 

Lady Violet Greville’s Nadia, a dramatic version 
of Madame “ Henri Gréville’s” novel “ Les Epreuves 
de Raissa,” produced one afternoon this week at the 
Lyric, showed once more the romantic Russia of the 
play wright—oppressed peasantry, white-uniformed 
officers, deportations to Siberia, comic Chief of Police, 
and all. The second motive—the love of a woman 
for a worthless man by whom she has been (in the 
basest sense of the word) outraged—proved more 
curious than pleasing. It is not of a sort to be 
adequately treated by the namby-pamby methods 
of the amateur playwright. To be interested in it 
one must hark back to the original novel. Here, as 
in the other cases, fireside companions are the best. 

We 


THE NEW GALLERY. 


F the New Gallery were extended to the size of 

the Academy, should I have been bored as much as 
I was at the Academy? I will not waste time 
considering matters so recondite and abstruse ; suffice 
it for the purpose of this article to say that I 
was not bored at the New Gallery. I can even 
say that I spent there an agreeable morning. 
The first picture that caught my attention was 
Mrs. Swynnerton’s picture entitled “ Midsummer.” 
I have always praised this lady’s work, even so 
far back as five or six years ago; it is therefore 
a pleasure to find her painting better and better, 
and developing her very real and original talent. 
Her style is hard and tough, but it is her own, 
and she perceives and feels without assistance from 
others. The present picture is the best thing she has 
done—a small girl with red hair, wearing a reddish 
frock, leaning over a birchwood stile; behind her a 
strip of meadow and a field of reddening corn ; on the 
right the white bloom of some elder-trees. Out 
of this material Mrs. Swynnerton has painted some- 
thing which arrests attention. The colour is rich 
and ornate, the execution is rugged, but it is 
vehement, personal, and virile. Close at hand there 
is a portrait of Mrs. George Garden Nicol, by Mr. 
Arthur Hacker. I have rarely seen anything 
more disagreeable or more vulgar. The lady is 
in evening dress, and the pink and creamy silks 
have been treated in such a manner as to suggest 
a mayonnaise of salmon or a tray of fancy 
soaps. The execution is that detestable drawing 
and modelling which youyg Englishmen acquire in 
Paris—that drawing and modelling which are built up 
on a regular system, and into which the personality 
of the artist hardly enters at all. But to com- 
pensate visitors for the discomfort of this most un- 
pleasant portrait, the directors have been kind 
enough to hang just a littl» to the left of it a most 
charming seascape, “Swanage Bay,’ by Mr. Moffat 
P. Lindner. 

Mr. Watts’ portrait of Mr. Walter Crane is 
very accomplished, and it is highly gratifying to 
find so old a man as Mr. Watts painting so firmly 
and so volubly. Voluble is a strange word to use, 
but I think it expresses my meaning ; for the telling, 
if I may be permitted another unusual locution, is 
as clear and as cursive as if the painter were in his 
thirtieth and not his seventieth year. Certain state- 
ments have been made very boldly and freely, but 
the utterance seems to me to be without pith or 
concentration. It reads like a piece of journalism, 
and for this reason I was not quite sure that it was 
not a facile and fluent imitation of the style of 
the master. Mr. Watts’ picture in the Academy 
completely baffled me, and I thought that the end 
of the great painter's career was at hand. The New 
Gallery has, I am glad to say, proved to me that I 
was mistaken. The large picture, “ Hic Transit,” is 
as grave and imposing as anything he has done. 
The knight lies covered by a winding-sheet, through 
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which we dimly trace the profile of the body. The 
shadows are collected with the beauty of gravity 
about the face, and the linen grows lighter until a 
subdued grey light floats about the feet; the armour 
and the musical instruments in the foreground are 
not drawn with any remarkable intensity of ob- 
servation, the most that can be said is that they are 
adequately drawn, but they are assuredly painted 
in a solemn harmony of tone that could hardly 
be surpassed. So beautiful and appropriate is the 
tone that they lose all their natural triviality, and 
without emphasis or accentuation affirm in some 
strange, mute, and solemn way the painter’s inten- 
tion. But I cannot stop here in my praise of 
Mr. Watts, for just opposite the dead knight there 
hangs one of the most beautiful pictures that this 
great painter has ever painted—a very simple thing 
indeed, merely a Cupid floating in the sea. The 
rosy flesh of the Cupid, and the rosy head, beauti- 
fully executed in a faint wavering modelling, full of 
the painter's idea, are the perfection of sensuous 
beauty, and their beauty is enhanced by a sky and 
sea lost in golden mist. The picture, it is true, is 
painted in the Italian convention of 1600. But I 
have never yet been able to understand the desire 
to abolish convention in an art which is made up 
entirely of conventions and artifices, 

As I moved down the Gallery, I noticed a picture 
of a girl feeding chickens in a wood, by Mr. Edward 
Stott. The wood is suffused with sunlight and mist, 
and the girl and the chickens are in the atmosphere. 
Mr. Stott feels the simple charm of light and air, 
and he tells his sensations in a simple and unaffected 
manner. A little further on I saw an Albert Moore, 
which, I am sorry to say, left me somewhat indif- 
ferent. I doubt very much if the painter had any 
very clear idea to express when he painted this 
picture. High above it hangs a portrait of a 
child in a _ blue frock, by Miss Alice Grant. 
It is to be regretted that Miss Grant had not 
quite enough strength to realise what she was 
striving for. The painting of the frock is excellent, 
both in colour and in quality, but the face seems to 
me to be somewhat crude, both in modelling and in 
colour, the lights seem chalky and vulgar, and the 
flaxen hair, though excellent in intention, does not 
seem to be quite satisfactory. Still it is a most 
meritorious piece of work, and ought not to have 
been “skied.” Mr. Charles Hallé would have done 
well to have given to Miss Grant the place he se- 
cured for his somewhat absurd picture entitled “ A 
Little Mendicant.” It would be superfluous even to 
shrug one’s shoulders in depreciation of it. 

And the same criticism for the portrait by 
Mr. Hallé which hangs close to the door in the 
next room. In this room I noticed “The Moonlit 
Vale,” a pretty picture by Mr. Alfred Hartley. 
The painter has realised some of the poetry 
and seduction of the moonlight, the blue illusive 
distance, and the strange night-life and movement 
of the flock. Mr. Mark Fisher has two pictures in 
this room; both are good, but it will be some time 
before this admirable painter paints anything as 
good as the picture he exhibited last year at 
the New English Art Club. And underneath one 
of Mr. Mark Fisher’s pictures hangs a charming 
picture by Mrs. Swan. Mr. Swan has not been 
painting as well as usual; perhaps his time has been 
taken up teaching his wife how to paint. If this 
be so he cannot be accused of wasting his time, for 
he seems to have found a most apt and intelligent 
pupil. The little girl sits so composed in her room, 
unwinding blue wool, the blue wool relieves the 
white apron, and the colour is repeated by the blue 
screen before the fireplace. On the other side there 
is a yellow table-cloth and a yellow green wall. The 
girl’s face is modelled in half-tint, and unaffectedly 
without emphasis or accent of any kind. 

In the north room I was particularly distressed 
by two life-size portraits by Professor Herkomer— 
Sir George Gabriel Stokes, Bart., and the Rev. John 
E. B. Mayor. I am uncertain which of these por- 


traits it would be most unpleasant to live with. The 
portrait of Sir George would drive me into a lunatic 
asylum, the portrait of the Rev. John E. B. Mayor 
would drive me to suicide. Suicide is better than 
lunacy, so on that ground, and on that ground alone, 
I should cast my lot with Sir George if necessity 
compelled me. Truly, it is impossible to imagine 
anything more vulgar than these portraits, and I do 
not readily distinguish how and where they differ 
from richly-coloured photographs. Tempted by an 
odious curiosity I examined them more closely, and 
I seemed to discover strange analogies between them 
and the well-known light and shade of photography. 
Ido not mean that Mr. Herkomer is or should be 
made professor of the gentle craft of the camera, but 
he seems to be more than a platonic admirer of the 
machine. Besides the Herkomers there is a large 
canvas by Mr. David Murray, in which the painter 
has striven to the best of his ability to emulate 
Constable. And Mr. Murray’s effort towards an 
ideal raises a curious question—Which is the most 
disagreeable, Mr. Murray when he aspires towards 
the heights of Constable’s genius or Mr. Murray 
when he drudges in the lowly plain of his own 
native talent ? 

But it would be unfair to close this article with a 
conundrum that no fellow could be expected to 
answer. I will therefore ask the visitor to look at 
Mr. Macbeth’s fine picture of an Alsatian flower girl. 

G. M. 


THE WEEK. 


SoME unpublished letters of RoussEAv will shortly 
be issued from CALMANN LEvy’s. The originals are 
part of a rich collection of autographs belonging to 
M. Henri DE ROTHSCHILD. This correspondence 
consists of eighty-three letters written to MADAME 
Boy DE LA Tour—1762-73—and will be published in 
an octavo volume of 350 pages, with notes, appen- 
dices, three portraits, and three reproductions of 
handwriting. It exhibits JEAN-JACQUES in dressing- 
gown and slippers, and may be said to supply all 
that kind of intimate information which the modern 
reporter endeavours to secure when his invention 
fails. RovussEAv’s occupations, his fads and fancies, 
his quarrels with his neighbours, his tittle-tattle, his 
maladroit meddling with the affairs of others, his 
purchases, his eccentricities, are all laid bare; and 
one thinks how like a camera obscura a volume of 
familiar letters is, reflecting from past times a little 
corner of life. 


ALTHOUGH setting in relief RouSSEAU's character 
as a gossip, it is not expected that these letters will 
detract from his reputation as a writer: many of 
them are delightfully witty, and full of the subtle 
charm of his best work. From a number of extracts 
published this week, it-is evident that MADAME Boy 
DE LA Tour, hitherto left in the shade by writers on 
RovussHAv, must henceforth be placed among the 
most devoted of his friends. But the chief interest 
is still the new picture given of RoussEAU himself— 
the author of the Contrat Social leaning over the 
kitchen fire, or returning from market with a packet 
of candles in one arm, and a pound of coffee in the 
other. 


ENGLISH interest in foreign fiction was perhaps 
never greater than it is now; it continues to be fed 
from all languages. Mr. J. CurTIN, who translated 
“Fire and Sword” from the Polish of HENRYK 
SIENKIEWICZ, is about to supplement it with the 
sequel entitled “The Deluge” (OsGoopD); and to the 
“International Library” (HEINEMANN) will shortly 
be added a translation from BJéRNSON entitled 
“Flags are Flying.” Among forthcoming miscel- 
laneous books may be mentioned Miss M. BETHAM- 
Epwarps’ “France of To-day”; Mr. WILLIAM 
Warson’s “ Adventures of a Blockade Runner ” 
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> (UNWIN); and Mr. J. MarsHaLt MartuHer’s “Life | libretto was originally set seems a perfectly sound 
or and Teachings of John Ruskin” (WARNE). Mr. | one, difficult as it must often be to carry it out. Sir 
2 JoHN Kent's book on LorpD GEORGE BENTINCK | AUGUSTUS, however, has in his very numerous com- 


(BLACKWOOD) will deal with his famous stud, and 
endeavour to present a complete account of the 
Goodwood stables, and a history of British racing 
during Lorp GEORGE BENTINCK’S connection with 
it. Mr. F. LircHFieLp will issue through MEssrs. 
TRUSLOVE & SHIRLEY a history of decorative 
furniture from the earliest times till the present day. 
Messrs. GRIFFITH, FARRAN & Co. will publish shortly 
“The Island of Fantasy,” a book in which Mr. 
FerGus HvuME is said to make a new departure. 
Messrs. DENT announce an illustrated edition of JANE 
AUSTEN'S novels, in ten volumes, which will resemble 
in price and appearance that of Peacock, edited by 
Dr. GARNETT. The novels will be printed in the 
order of publication and from the text of the last 
editions, revised by the author. <A general bio- 
graphical and critical introduction will be written 
by the editor, Mr. R. B. Jonnson (whose “ Leigh 
Hunt ” in the “ Temple Library ” will be remembered), 
and each novel will be furnished with bibliographical 
and other notes. The edition will be illustrated by Mr. 
W. C. Cooke. 

Mr. Kipiina’s “ Barrack-Room Ballads” (ME- 
THUEN) are appropriately dedicated to the memory 
of his collaborateur, the late Wo Lcott BALESTIER. 
Many have appeared in various periodicals, but 
there is a considerable quantity of new matter. 
Mr. WALTER Scotr publishes a corrected and re- 
vised edition of Mr. JosSEPH SKIPSEY’S “Songs and 
Lyrics.” 

A FEATURE apt to be overlooked in some of the 
new candidates for popular favour among the 
literary monthlies is the direct appeal made to the 
circulating-library reader. Considerably over half 
a hundred novels are catalogued every montk at 
the end of the Novel Review. Inan article preceding 
the catalogue most of these books are reviewed, 
some very briefly, but always at sufficient length to 
guidethe choice of experienced orinexperienced novel- 
readers. A very useful calendar for all readers is 
appended to the Library Review. This is a table 
giving the names, lists of works, and biographies 
of the principal English writers born in each month. 


NOTHING could be finer in its kind than “ Royal 
Academy Pictures,’ the supplement to the May 
Magazine of Art (CASSELL). The white paper, 
not over-glazed, throws out the engravings with 
peculiar vividness. As for the pictures reproduced, 
a more popular selection could hardly have been 
made. 


OnE of our Northern correspondents says that 
BJGRNSTJERNE BJORNSON is every day getting more 
violent in his denunciation of Norway’s union with 
Sweden. In a poem published a few days ago in 
what is the avowed organ of the STEEN Government 
he reaches the climax by stating that “we hate 
and curse the union.’ Our correspondent adds that 
Bs6RNSON and his old friend JoNAs LIE are at 
loggerheads. They are mutually charging each 
other with not having been proof—in spite of solemn 
vows to the contrary—against the allurement of 
Orders and Medals. This wrangling may be amus- 
ing for outsiders, but the spectacle is not exactly an 
edifying one. 


Str AuGustus HARRIS proposes to give this year 
a season of international operatic performances, 
which will probably possess quite as much interest 
as those in various languages which are being or- 
ganised in connection with the musical and dramatic 
exhibition of Vienna. The principle of representing 
each lyrical work in the language to which the 


Ir housekeepers are in earnest in wishing to benefit the unemployed in East 
London, they should buy Bryant & May’s Matches, and refuse the foreign matches 
which are depriving the workers in East London of a large amount in weekly wages. 


pany singers of all countries, including even Eng- 
land; and his one English vocalist, MADAME MELBA, 
is fortunately accustomed to sing both in French and 
in Italian. The ordinary Italian operas are to be 
played in the Italian language, GouNOD’s operas in 
French, and the Ring des Nibelungen in German. 
The season begins on the 16th instant. 


THE two most important scientific events of the 
week have been the Royal Society’s Soirée on Wed- 
nesday, and the election of the fifteen new Fellows 
on Thursday. The annual gathering, at which the 
guests were received by Lorp KELVIN, as in former 
years proved to be of the most interesting kind; 
the various attractions in the way of experiments 
and lantern demonstrations tending to keep the 
visitors thoroughly on the qui vive. In one of 
the numerous recesses, MR. CROOKES was found 
repeating Mr. TESLA’s wonderful experiments, and 
playing with electrical discharges the strengths 
of which, but for the frequency of alternation 
of one million times per second, were appalling. 
PROFESSOR ROBERTS-AUSTEN, close by, was illus- 
trating a new electrical method for the exact 
determination of very high temperatures of metals 
which has rendered possible the construction of 
a simple instrument which, as he said, any work- 
man could use with successful results. Ques- 
tions concerning firedamp were illustrated by PRo- 
FESSOR CLOWES, who explained how, by making a 
small addition to an ordinary miner’s safety-lamp, 
a very minute portion (3 per cent.) of inflammable 
gas or vapour in the air could be directly detected ; 
while the genesis of colliery explosions by dust was 
demonstrated with the apparatus exhibited by 
PrRoFEssoR THORPE. The photographs included 
stellar spectra, star groups, the temples in Central 
America investigated by Mr. MAupsLAY, and the 
decorations of the tombs at Beni Hasan. The 
demonstrations by means of the electric lantern 
were of a striking and varied character, the 
most important being that by Mr. Boys, who 
showed some marvellous photographs of flying 
bullets. On the slides exhibited, the waves of air 
formed by the advancing bullet were clearly visible, 
reminding one of a bird’s-eye view of a steamer 
ploughing its way through the water, while those 
showing the passage of the projectile through a glass 
plate were very novel. The success of these photo- 
graphs was due to the exceedingly short duration of 
the spark, which lasted for about the one-millionth 
part of a second, so that a bullet travelling with its 
accompanying shell of air at the rate of two thou- 
sand miles an hour appears at rest. 


THE result of the election of the fifteen new Fellows 
was made known late on Thursday afternoon, and the 
following is a list of the successful candidates :— 
Taking Biology and Zoology together there were no 
less than six representatives—-Mr. FRANK E. BED- 
DARD, of Guy’s Hospital; Mr. HAns Gapow, of 
Cambridge University; PROFESSOR HERDMAN, of Uni- 
versity College, Liverpool; PROFESSOR LovIs C. MIALL, 
of Yorkshire College; Mr. A. D. WALLER, of St. 
Mary’s Hospital Medical School; and Mr. FRANCIS 
GotcH. Physics contributed two new Fellows in Mr. 
JOHN JOLY, of the Dublin University, and PROFESSOR 
FLEMING, of University College, London; while 
Chemistry was represented by PRoFessoR ALEX- 
ANDER PEDLER, of the Presidency College, Calcutta. 
Geology had three new Fellows in PRoFrEssoR 
CLEMENT LE NEVE Foster, of the Royal College of 
Science, Mr. BENJAMIN PEACH, and PROFESSOR 
FREDERICK W. Hutton, the election of the last of 
whom should prove very pleasing to colonists. 
Public service was also rewarded in two cases, that 
of Mr. Ropert GirFen, of the Board of Trade, and 
Lievut.-CoLONEL R. Y. ARMSTRONG. 
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AMONG the deaths announced since our last issue 
are those of GENERAL THoMAS H. PEARSON, C.B., 
who distinguished himself at Aliwal and Sobraon, 
and saved the former battle by a spirited cavalry 
charge: Dr. DipLock, the well known coroner for 
West Middlesex; Mr. T. C. KYNNERSLEY, long 
the stipendiary magistrate of Birmingham; Mr. 
Lumps Srocks, R.A., “the last of the old school 
of English line engravers”; Mr. J. YATES CAR- 
RINGTON, the painter of dogs, and owner and 
historian of “ Teufel the Terrier”; Mr. C. E. FLOWER, 
the founder of the Shakespeare Memorial at Strat- 
ford-on-Avon; Mr. FRANK TAYLER, a prominent 
City Councilman; Mr. J. HERBERT STACK, of the 
Daily Telegraph ; Count HOLSTEIN - HOLSTEINBORG, 
from 1870 to 1874 the Prime Minister of Denmark, 
and a leader in Danish agriculture; and M. ALBERT 
STAPFER, an Opposition journalist under CHARLES X., 
and one of the exciting causes of the French revolu- 
tion of 1830. 


THE SITUATION IN MELBOURNE. 


MELBOURNE, March 28th. 

LTHOUGH the elections have begun, the finan- 

cial crisis is still the great topic of general 
concern. Just now there has been a revival. The 
Metropolitan Board of Works has floated a five per 
cent. loan for half a million in the local market, 
practically at par, and has received applications 
for a million. Twelve years ago Mr. Berry floated 
Treasury bonds for the same amount, and at the 
same rate of interest, in what were then thought 
exceptionally bad times; and got larger offers at a 
higher price. Of course, it may be said that the 
Board of Works cannot expect to raise money as 
cheaply as a Government; but as the Board of 
Works has the water-works that supply Melbourne, 
and the rating of the whole city to pledge as 
security, it really gives unexceptionable guarantees, 
and a failure would have been proof that we were 
indeed bankrupt. There was great anxiety till the 
result was known; and when the success was ascer- 
tained, prices on the Stock Exchange went up a 
million in the afternoon. This again would have 
been a very small sign of increasing confidence three 
years ago, when stocks were plentiful and values 
high. It means a great deal now, when from 
twenty to thirty companies have failed, and 
when the shares of half the remainder are unsale- 
able, or at nominal values. Banking and Finan- 
cial institutions, so-called — companies that took 
deposits and lent out on mortgage—are practically 
wiped out. Only one out of more than twenty is 
still strong, and that one is depreciated 35 per cent. 
in selling value. Melbourne Trams ought, one would 
think, to be comparatively unaffected by the state of 
the market. They have shrunk nearly a million and 
a half in the last nine months. The depreciation on 
the best dividend-paying mines is reckoned by mil- 
lions. Till quite lately the faith in the old-estab- 
lished banks was almost unshaken. Now there is a 
feeling of uncertainty about two of these. It was 
thought that the strong were beyond suspicion, and 


that these for their own sake would stand by the 


weaker members of the guild. Unhappily, as I 
cannot but think, the Mercantile Bank was allowed 
to close its doors some weeks ago. No one doubts 
that it was really solvent; and it has failed, as the 
best English bank would fail, if depositors drew out 
all their money by common consent; and if really 
solid securities could not be pledged or sold, except 
at a disastrous loss. What we hope is that, as the 
late panic has been extravagant and unwarrantable, 
confidence may be restored as suddenly as it went, 
and that this floating of a local loan may prove the 
turning point. Meanwhile, somany companies are in 
voluntary liquidation, that for a long time to come 
the market will be glutted with real estate, and the 
savings of half the community will go in calls. 

On Saturday last the new Premier, Mr. Shiels, 
began the election campaign by a speech giving the 


programme of his policy. Mr. Shiels is a brilliant 
orator, and he succeeded in riveting the attention of 
an assemblage of country farmers for more than 
four hours to what was essentially a Budget state- 
ment. It is still difficult to say what the country 
thinks of the programme, but I belong to those who 
regard it unfavourably. Mr. Shiels began by justi- 
fying his suspension of the three railway commis- 
sioners, which had been announced two days before. 
The Premier and his colleagues think that they can 
save a quarter of a million a year by expedients 
which Mr. Speight and his fellow-commissioners— 
three experts—declare to be either mischievous or 
futile. No one, I think, considers that the Govern- 
ment proposals are sound; and the real question at 
issue is, whether we shall not revert to the old 
system of managing the railways by a Minister, 
responsible to Parliament, which was abandoned in 
1883 because it had broken down utterly. The 
failure of the political management is by this time 
forgotten: the faults of the commissioners are very 
clearly felt, and the belief that they have been 
practically irresponsible tells heavily against them. 
Their real crime, I think, is to have been over- 
sanguine in good times; their crowning misfortune 
never to have had a free hand in the business 
management of the lines. They have been written 
down by the Age newspaper, which is the one real 
force in Victorian journalism, and if Mr. Speight 
were not a strong man, very popular with business 
men and employés, he would have been driven out of 
the country before now. As it is, public opinion is 
divided, and the chances, I think, are that the 
Cabinet’s arbitrary act will be made a count in the 
indictment against them, whenever Parliament 
meets, but that political management will be 
reverted to. Mr. Shiels purposes also to save 
£130,000 in the Civil Service by taxing the higher 
salaries and by omitting to fill up a certain number 
of vacancies. I have heard economies of this sort 
advocated for so many years, during which nothing 
has come of them, that I can only regard them as 
part of the conventional candidate’s stock-in-trade. 
The plain fact is that our highest and best civil 
servants are not overpaid; and though it tickles the 
democracy to hear that salaries ought to be equalised, 
no Minister will face working a Department with 
men bought in the open market at smaller salaries 
than are paid to the assistants in large shops, or to 
the managers of country banks. The Premier’s 
sober economy—-to revert from a penny to a two- 
penny postage—is generally condemned. On the 
whole, I doubt if it is possible to save more than half 
the sum he calculates on in the ways he indicates. 

If, however, it is not easy to economise, there are 
many practical ways of raising money, for the 
burden of taxation has been very light hitherto. 
The increase of the Stock Tax is, I fear, matter of 
certainty. Nothing has averted it for years, but the 
argument that it would make federation difficult ; 
and now that Sir Henry Parkes’s policy has made 
federation impossible, the farmers and their friends 
have become irresistible. Beyond this and our in- 
come-tax, and perhaps some increase in the Pro- 
tective tariff, Mr. Shiels apparently does not intend 
to go in the present session. Now, this seems 
to me the weakest and worst part of the Govern- 
ment programme. Communities, as a rule, have 
that “ignorant impatience of taxation” which an 
English statesman deplored; but we are just now 
anxious to be burdened, and altogether in so 
admirable a frame of mind as to the need of restor- 
ing national credit, that it is a pity to let the oppor- 
tunity pass. There have been repeated proposals in 
Parliament, in the press, and at public meetings, 
that the tea and coffee duties should be raised again, 
and that an excise should be imposed upon beer and 
spirits. There is little doubt that from three to 
four hundred thousand a year could be raised in this 
way much more easily than by retrenchment; it is 
certain, I fear, that we shall need the money, and it 
is difficult to see why these taxes should not be 
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imposed at once, except that the tax on beer and 
spirits would alienate the publicans and brewers. 
On the other hand, as Sir G. Berry has pointed out, 
if we are going to dock salaries all round, it is not 
desirable to increase the cost of living at the same 
time. On the whole, the Premier's scheme of finance 
seems speculative and unsound. He trusts very 
much to the success of doubtful economies, and is 
prepared to waste a year over these before he takes 
power to raise money by taxes of undoubted pro- 
ductiveness. 

Unhappily, the leaders of the Opposition have 
been singularly timid in their criticisms of the 
Government programme. Therefore as all parties 
are agreed upon the necessity of economy, the con- 
test will turn on the popularity of the Ministry, 
on their railway policy, and on the “ one-man-one- 
vote” issue. Personally Ministers are not unpopu- 
lar, but they are discredited. Their first year of 
administration has been a conspicuous failure, as 
they found the country with a very small deficit, 
if any, and have allowed it to drift towards a very 
large one. They have lost all their old colleagues in 
the Council, who are very inadequately replaced by 
a new recruit. The feeling is that they are not 
strong enough for the very serious work that has 
to be faced. Beyond this it is noticed with dis- 
approval that the Premier is courting and obtaining 
the support of the Trades’ Hall. He undoubtedly 
trusts to the Unionist and the Irish vote to 
pull through. The Irish vote is always untrust- 
worthy, and unless it is given noiselessly is apt to 
damage the party that gets it,as theOrangeand secular 
feeling are both very strong in the community. The 
Unionists were of course very strong in the metro- 
polis two years ago, and are an appreciable element 
in the mining districts. The question is if their sup- 
port is of any real value now. My impression is that 
they will be defeated almost everywhere; not 
only because there is a reaction against them in the 
country, but because they are in the difficult position 
of having to oppose old candidates whom they have 
supported in the past with the new men whom they 
want to put in. At least a dozen members who 
voted at the Trades’ Hall bidding against the Gillies 
Ministry are now being rewarded for their pliancy 
by an attempt to oust them from -Parliament. It is 
still too early to forecast the issue, but the signs are 
that the coming fight is to be undisguisedly one 
between property and labour, and that property will 
win all along the line. 


“THE PRAISE O° MATERIMONY.” 


HERE was a flower-show at Ash Soham, and 
the Squire had lent his grounds for the occasion. 
The house, a homely Georgian building in red brick, 
tempered to beautiful mellow tints by time and 
weather, faced due south. A magnolia in bloom by 
the side of the door filled the air with the pene- 
trating lemon scent of its great white cups. The 
lawn was made beautiful by dignified cedars, and 
beyond them a sunny border was bright with China 
roses, tall white lilies and spikes of blue delphinium, 
with a thick yew hedge fur a background. The 
village people moved about reverently among the 
flower-beds, as well-behaved, indeed, as, according to 
my experience, country-folk always are on such occa- 
sions. Thesun was sinking in a tender blue sky; the 
labourers had finished work, and were pouring into 
the show. All the people were in their best clothes ; 
the babies were dressed in great magnificence, like 
monkeys off a barrel-organ. The stuffy canvas tent 
was crowded by prize-winners and their families 
standing admiringly before their own exhibits in 
the square fashion that is common to people who are 
used to plenty of space. One poor woman whom I 
met at the door of the tent was furtively wiping her 
eyes. Neither her peas, nor her pot-plant, nor 
even her nosegay, had won a prize. A blind woman 


was being led round the show, wearing the curiously 
serene smile of inner content that belongs to sightless 
people. 

Presently a bell rang. It was the signal for the 
giving away of the prizes by the Squire’s newly 
married wife. It was her first public appearance at 
Ash Soham, and it was in her honour that the 
flower-show took place so early—in the interval 
between haysel and harvest, instead of after harvest. 
We gathered round the Hall steps, where the cere- 
mony was to take place and whence speeches were 
to be made. The bailiff, or steward, as they call him 
in Suffolk, was busy marshalling the people. He 
was a stranger, who had only lately come there; I 
did not know his name. There was no appreciable 
difference between his accent and that of the village 
folk, except that he omitted his “ h’s,” which proved 
him to be no Suffolk man. He was a tall, broad- 
shouldered fellow of thirty or more, with a face like 
a ruddy apple, and a broad, good-humoured smile. 

Presently someone near me spoke my name. 
The bailiff turned suddenly to me, and, his face lit up 
with pleasure, addressed me in the pure Devonshire 
vernacular, with that beautiful soft “u” that can- 
not be rendered by any printed letter. It appeared 
that he had come originally from Hartworthy, and 
knew my name and people. He forgot everything 
for the moment in the joy of seeing a fellow- 
countrywoman. And for myself, the sound of the 
dear familiar speech brought back the round hills 
with their steep slopes clothed by larch plantations 
or by oak coppice, the rapid, brawling river, and the 
narrow green valley that I had once called * home” 
—all steeped in that soft, rich, moist air that gives 
landscape and distance the vagueness and unreality 
of a dream. 

The prize-giving was a very lengthy business; 
the list was continually being mislaid, and frequently 
the winners were so awestruck at the sound of their 
own names that they stood gazing into space instead 
of coming up to receive their prizes. When it was 
over, there followed cheering and speeches, and 
presently it came to the turn of Sylvanus Darch, 
the bailiff, to speak. He spoke very fluently, with a 
charm that I can only describe as Celtic, an ease, and 
a sense of humour which contrasted sharply with 
the set, slow, fumbling sentences of the farmer who 
had preceded him. Sylvanus paid a graceful com- 
pliment to the bride, and then broke out into a half 
jesting but wholly delightful “ praise o’ materimony” 
(as he called it), which brought him shouts of 
laughter and applause. “I spake up for materi- 
mony,” he said to me afterwards, relapsing uncon- 
sciously into the old tongue, “becas I believe in 
mun myself.” He pressed me to come some day to 
his house, and there to make acquaintance with his 
wife, of whom it was evident he was very proud. 

Some weeks later I went to the bailiff’s house at 
Ash Soham. It was early in September, and the 
corn-harvest was already drawing to its close. The 
fields had been almost cleared; here and there the 
great wagons, drawn by thickset chestnuts, were 
carrying the last loads home, or a sheaf placed in 
the centre of a waste of stubble showed that gleaners 
might not yet take possession of the place. It was 
the season of short, hot days and cool, refreshing 
nights; of heavy dews that lie thick and grey on 
the pastures until noon; when the wild cherry trees 
begin to take pink and yellow tints, the beeches turn 
brown and their boughs droop with ripe mast, and 
the elms grow canary-coloured in patches. I rode 
through lanes that were full of blackberries and 
fluffy clematis and scarlet rose-hips; from the over- 
arching boughs hung ears of barley caught in passing 
from the heaped-up wains. The bailiffs house was 
searcely bigger than a cottage, thatched, and facing 
south. The garden was brilliant with red and purple 
asters, sunflowers, double dahlias, and marigolds. 
To the west of the house was a shady filbert walk, 
where the clusters of ripening nuts hung heavily 
among the yellowing leaves; and beyond that there 
was an orchard of pear and bullace trees, among the 
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roots of which the fowls had scooped themselves out 
little dry holes, in which they squatted, ruffling the 
dust through their feathers. 

The house door was open, and I could see within 
a tea-table bountifully set, and a pretty young 
woman making the tea. A little dark-eyed boy 
about three years old, in a lilac print pinafore, and 
with a big straw hat set on the back of his curly 
head, was seated on a low stool by the door eating 
deliberately his bread and milk. The child spied 
me, and called to his mother. She had the apple- 
blossom complexion, the rippling hair, and the broad 
red mouth of a Devonshire woman, and she greeted 
me courteously in the familiar tongue. Sylvanus 
came in at that moment from his work, and he and 
his wife asked me to stay and have tea. Then it was 
that, sitting over the bread and clotted cream and 
the fragrant honey in the comb, Sylvanus, bit by 
bit, told me his story; how he had begun life as a 
poor labourer’s son at Oke Reigney, and had gone to 
work at the Barton, and had fallen in love with 
Thomasin the farmer’s daughter (then only a little 
girl), and had gone away to the shires to make his 
way in the world; how he had returned seven years 
later, when he was earning good wages, and had pro- 
posed for Thomasin’s hand. Thomasin had been 
willing to give it him, but the farmer said sternly, 
“Us don’t want no mizalliances.” In four more 
years Sylvanus had obtained a situation as bailiff, 
and then the farmer gave his consent. Now they 
had moved to Ash Soham, a better place, with higher 
wages, and they were altogether very happy, pro- 
sperous people. Sylvanus could afford to give his 
wife a “.pianny,” and the baby was as magnificently 
attired on Sundays as any barbaric king. These and 
other things I learned, Sylvanus excusing himself 
on the ground that I was from Devonshire, too, and 
would understand him—* for,” he said, “the wise 
men came out of the East, but the warm hearts from 
the West.” 

It was some months before I saw Sylvanus again, 
or heard anything about him. One bitter March day, 
I walked over to his house on an errand concerning 
some Devonshire cream. There was a bleak east 
wind blowing that seemed to cut my face like a 
knife. Overhead, sulky-looking clouds charged with 
sleet were driven westward. There was not a sign 
of the coming spring anywhere—it might have been 
December. The gaunt black trees, the black, close- 
cropped hedges, the soiled and faded grass of the 
pastures, the steel-blue of the ponds, gave an in- 
describable chill to the melancholy landscape. As I 
hurried along I thought of a place some two 
hundred miles away —of green and _ sheltered 
combes, hollowed out in the round hills; of larch 
woods already growing faintly green and hung with 
pink rosettes; of orchards yellow with daffodils; 
of the outline of Dartmoor, delicately blue against 
the soft grey sky. 

I knocked at the door of the bailiff's house, but 
could get no answer. At last I went to the back, 
and after some delay I came upon a slatternly old 
woman in an outhouse. She refused to let me in 
at the back door, as contrary to etiquette, and I had 
to walk back again to the front. After a great deal 
of fumbling with a key and a bolt I was admitted to 
the living-room. But everything was changed. The 
pot-plants in the window were dead—dead for 
want of water. Thé pianoforte was pushed into a 
corner with its face to the wall, the chairs were 
huddled together. All was covered with dust, and 
dead flies, and cobwebs ; and the room smelt mouldy 
and close. I said that I had come to buy Devonshire 
cream of Mrs. Darch; but the old woman answered 
that Mrs. Darch did not live there any more, and 
that no clotted cream was made there now. I took 
it to mean that my friends had left Ash Soham, and 
I started on my road homeward. : 

A blinding shower of sleet was falling, and when 
I came to the lane that runs along the high ridge I 
could searcely see. But I caught a glimpse of a tall 
figure in front, and a little one following it, on the 


foot-path that leads over the hill to the lambing 
pens. I reached them presently. The child was 
wailing piteously, and the man stooped to pick him 
up. It was Sylvanus and his boy — Sylvanus 
haggard, gaunt, with all the colour gone out of his 
face, and an expression in his eyes as though he 
had seen a ghost; his clothes hanging loosely upon 
him as clothes do on people who have been very ill; 
the boy dirty, unkempt, his little bare hands covered 
with chilblains. Sylvanus saw me and flushed red. 
He held out his hand silently, and then as we walked 
together over the brow of the hill he said bitterly— 

“ The first time I saw you was at they fine bobsy 
doings to the flower-show, and I made a speech in 
praise o’ materimony. I cud bite out my tongue 
now as said they words.” 

For three months ago his wife had left his home 
with another man. C.F 


LETTERS TO THE EDITOR. 


KANAKA LABOUR IN QUEENSLAND. 


Srr,—I trust that you will allow an old Queenslander, know- 
ing something of the conditions of coloured labour on the sugar 
plantations of the north, to say a few words in rejoinder to the 
article in your last issue—* Slave-Trading in the Queen’s Name.” 
There appears to be a desire in some quarters to refer to the 
Kanaka labour in highly sensational language. Queenslanders 
are not a nation of “ slave-drivers,” and there is no reason why 
the London weekly journals should make the reading public 
believe that the term is properly applied. 

You are incorrect in suggesting that the Colonial Act of 
1880 was the first legislation passed regulating the engagement 
of Polynesians; two Imperial Acts, bearing date 1872 and 1875 
(Pacifie Islanders’ Protection Acts), created the office of High 
Commissioner, and laid down very stringent rules against kid- 
napping. Four Acts were passed in Queensland—1s880, 1884, 
1885, and 1886—drawn in the interests of the islanders. It has 
been the aim of the Governments of the colony, and the people, 
to keep the labour trade quite free from abuses, and it is hard 
that we should be called “slave-traders ” for our pains. 

The Commission of 1885 showed that faults had existed in 
the recruiting operations of a few of the schooners; but these 
cases were most certainly exceptions. Each vessel had on board 
a Government Agent, a responsible person nominated by the 
Governor, to supervise the recruiting. This official was quite 
independent of the captain and owners of the vessel, and had 
power to stop the engagement of the islanders if the conduct of 
the reeruiter was deemed by him improper. Mr. H. G. Chater, 
now residing here, who held the office in 1582, tells me that he 
always explained, personally and through interpreters, to each 
“boy ” the nature of the threo years’ (“three yams”) engage- 
ment proposed, and that unless the “boys” thoroughly understood 
he refused to pass them. I have before me the paper of in- 
structions issued by the Queensland Government to the Agents, 
containing forty-one clauses most stringently worded. 

On arrival at port the islanders were indentured to em- 
ployers to work for three years—on sugar plantations—at a 
salary of £6 per annum. Their employers were bound to pro- 
vide them with fixed quantities of bread, beef, sugar, tea, 
potatoes, tobacco, salt, and soap (a bountiful list for “ slaves” !), 
and at the expiration of the term of service the islanders were 
shipped back to the islands, and the villages on the islands, 
whence they came. No one can deny that the condition of the 
Polynesians on the Queensland plantations was most prosperous 
and happy; they were well fed, well clothed, and in their leisure 
hours roamed about the country as jolly as sandboys. This is 
not an ea parte statement. ‘The Rev. A. A. Maclaren, the 
Anglican clergyman to whom Bishop Barry referred lately 
when he ealled the Labour Trade “an inhuman traffic,” was 
stationed for years in Mackay. He onee said, “ How much 
better off these boys are here than they would be on their own 
islands.” Many of the planters and their wives carry on active 
educational and religions work amongst the islanders. 

If any of your readers desire to judge between us, let them 
apply for information to the Queensland clergy as to the condi- 
tions of the labour traffic. Surely this is fair? 1 referred to 
Bishop Barry, who, I believe, never was within 1,000 miles of 
the Queensland sugar plantations. Now I turn to Dr. Saumarez 
Smith, Dr. Barry’s successor as Metropolitan of Australia. He 
has just been on a tour through North Queensland, and last 
Saturday’s cablegrams brought news that, after examining into 
the question, he was not disposed to object to Kanaka labour if 
the regulations were properly attended to. Go to Dr. Barlow, 
Bishop of Northern Queensland, and ask him about “slave- 
trading.” 

I have one other point to raise, an important one. I read sug- 
gestions that orders should be sent by the Imperial Government 
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to the captaius of the men-of-war on the Australian station 
(in your article you point to the authority who already has juris- 
diction, the High Commissioner) to closely scrutinise the 
enlistment of the islanders, and to “adopt energetic measures,” 
ete.,ete. Now surely this kind of writing proceeds from ignor- 
ance of the cireumstances under which the re-introduction of 
coloured labour into Queensland has been decided upon, Sir 
Samuel Griffith has pledged himself and his Government to 
adopt thorough and fh ts. ae measures to safeguard the rights 
of the labourers; and the people of Queensland, by their all but 
unanimous approval of the policy, are bound to see that their 
Administration do their duty in this respect. We in Queens- 
land are a democratic community not, I think, behind the 
editor of THE Speaker and his readers in humanity and 
honour. The credit of the colony is at stake concerning this 
question, and we don’t heed, and don’t at all like, these unjust 
allusions to “ Slave-Trading,”’ and threats to set the men-of-war 
and the High Commissioner after us.— Yours obediently, 
J. TROUBRIDGE CRITCHELL. 
Royal Colonial Institute, Northumberland 
Avenue, London, W.C.—May 3rd, 1892. 


THE SCOTCH UNIVERSITIES. 


Srr,—I do not wish to quarrel for quarrelling’s sake with 
your contributor. I sympathise with his general feelings about 
education a good deal, but there are some points in his reply to 
me that cannot be passed over. 

1. I should like him to think again over the fairness of his 
method of comparing the English and Scottish University year. 
He first of all deducts from the Seoteh year all the time, amount- 
ing to about a month, which is taken up with organisation at the 
beginning and end of the session, while he takes nothing at all 
off the English year, where there are three terms to begin and 
finish, one of them a Summer Term with Eights and Com- 
memoration. Then—TI can scarcely believe it, but so it is!—he 
counts the Christmas and Easter vacations in England as work- 
time because “they are longer than is strictly necessary for 
rest ! 

He goes on to say, on the authority of a Divinity Professor, 
whom he surely must have misunderstood, that a wage-earning 

rofession during Session forms “no obstacle whatever to 

niversity studies”! Why, it is this double strain, this laying 
of two men’s burdens on the shoulders of one stripling, that 
ruins the health of our students as well as spoiling their work. 
We know it from experience: but it does not want much 
reflection for an outsider to see that it must be so. I am 
strongly in favour of a summer session myself, coupled, of 
course, with a lightening of the winter session’s work. I some- 
times speak to my class on the subject—thongh I am bound to 
confess that they generally receive the mention of a summer 
session with a friendly hiss of disgust—but it is quite clear that 
no change can be introduced at present which makes a summer 
session compulsory for a degree. The curriculum must be so 
arranged as to allow of a student getting his M.A. by attendance 
during the winter alone. The census which your contributor 
refers to showed, if I remember right, that two-thirds of the 
students work in the summer, and one-third in the winter as 


2. In his second paragraph your contributor makes a strange 
confusion of many different issues. He originally wished the 
Commission’s ordinances opposed because they permitted “the 
monstrous medley of fit te unfit students, without examination, 
to continue in the senior classes of Latin, Greek, and Mathe- 
matics. The facts are:—(1) The “ monstrous medley ” does 
not exist at present, because it has been removed by the pro- 
fessors’ private examinations; (2) the Commission specially 
ordains an Entrance and a Preliminary Examination, publicly 
constituted and conducted, to take the place of the professors’ 
private examinations. Why, then, oppose the Ordinances ? 
**Beeause, forsooth, a merely classifying examination at the 
diseretion of the individual professor is not enough.” That is 
just the view of the Commission. 

As to students who do not take their degree, your contri- 
butor confuses two distinct classes, viz., those who for some 
reason fail eventually to graduate, and those who attend as 
private students not following the curriculum or wishing to 
count their classes as qualifying. The former are very 
numerous and will be duly excluded from any class for which 
they are not fit; the latter are absolutely insignificant both in 
numbers and in their effect on the class—it is only they who 
are exempt from the examination. Of course it is possible that 
the number of private or non-curriculum students may suddenly 
quadruple itself under the pressure of the Preliminary Examina- 
tion, but this does not seem to be what your contributor meant, 
re should not consider it really within the bounds of pro- 

ility. 

ist the Junior Classes I have said my say, and I believe 
few thoughtful men wish to have them abolished at once. It is 
not a very great pleasure to teach them; but the work is, I 
believe, both necessary and convenient. 

I am sorry to have to fire a shot in this battle, especially a 
shot against a person who is, I doubt not, a real well-wisher to 


the cause of educational progress. Also, I must admit freely 
that I am far from satisfied with the Ordinances myself. For 
instance, I believe that with competing classes and a reduced 
University course of three years, even with the Preliminary and 
Postliminary Examinations, it will be exceedingly difficult for 
teachers to keep the standard from falling without destroying 
the popularity of their subjects. But the disadvantages of a 
long period of delay and suspense are more disastrous to teach- 
ing than an outsider is apt to think, and it is futile to expect 
any Commission to make a system so perfect as not to depend 
principally upon the zeal and conscientiousness of the teaching 
staff. 

I need not reply to “ Edinensis.” Extramural Teaching is 
a very large question, and those who are in favour of having it 
fully established in the Arts course are quite right to oppose the 
Ordinances. That is a real difference of principle. It involves 
a complete revolution in the University system, which may or 
may not be desirable. I, personally, am not in favour of it.— 
Yours obediently, G. G. A. Murray. 

Glasgow, May, 1892. 


MR. LANG AND DR. WATTS. 


Srr,—With reference to the instance cited by you of the 
appreciation of Dr. Watts in a quarter not likely to be prejudiced 
in favour of a Noneonformist, there is still more striking evi- 
dence in the Rey. James King’s “ Anglican Hymnology.” 
Dealing with 52 of the best known hymn-books in use 
in the Church of England, he finds that there are ouly 325 
hymus appearing in 15 or more of them; and in a summa 
of their authorship the list is headed by Charles Wesley with 
22 hymns, followed by Dr. Watts with 21 hymns. Of Watts’s 
hymus, one is found in 49 out of the 52 hymn-books, another 
in 45 of them, another in 41, another in 39, another in 37, and 
another in 35. 

Mr. Lang’s attitude towards a poet whose productions give 
this evidence of vitality, after a lapse of a century and a half, 
suggests that the field of achievement for him in the world of 
literature is not yet exhausted.—lI am, Sir, yours obediently, 

Didsbury, May 4th, 1892. A. W. THoMAS. 


PRAYING FOR DISESTABLISHMENT. 


S1r,—* R.,” the writer of the story in your last issue, deserves 
a severe castigation. He is absurdly wrong and misleading on 
the main point of his story. He makes the Nonconformist lay- 
men of Wales to pray for Disestablishment. Grave accusations 
of this sort have never been made even by the Churchmen and 
Conservatives of the Principality, who used, years ago, to allege 
that party polities were introduced into our Nonconformist 
pulpits. Both the sermons and the prayers of Welsh Noncon- 
formists are, absolutely free from controversial questions of a 
political nature. “ R.’s” story, therefore, whether literally true 
or not, is altogether misleading on this important point. In all 
other respects it is excellent, expressing with fidelity and trath 
the wistful longing of the religious Cymrie bosom, and accurately 
delineating the political disabilities under which we labour.— 
Yours truly, J. O. JONES. 

Carnarvon, May 2nd, 1892. 


POSITIVISM VERSUS COMTISM. 


Srr,—I should be glad if you would grant me sufficient 
space to demur, very brietly, to a phrase used in the notice, in 
last weck’s SPEAKER, of Dr. Schiitfle’s book on ‘‘ The Impossi- 
bility of Social Democracy.” The writer of that notice objects 
to the description, by Dr. Schaffle, of his scheme of Social 
Reform as ‘“ Positivism,” and says: “It is a pity to use the 
term Positivism in a sense quite different from its accepted 
meaning, Comtism.” 

It is, in fact, quite evident, from the sammary of Dr. Schiiffle’s 
plan given in the notice, that the ideas of that gentleman differ 
materially from those of Conte, as to the true method of dealing 
with what is called, in a very narrow way, the “ Labour” 
question (as if it were not also a “‘ Capital” question); but those 
differences do not concern me at this moment. My object in 
writing is to repeat a protest which has already, on various 
occasions, been made by Positivists, against the identification 
of the term “ Positivism ” with “Comtism.” It is probable 
that the writer of the notice in question was not aware of these 
protests; otherwise, his reference might be regarded as some- 
what unf«:c. But as THE SPEAKER is made the channel of this 
mistaken interpretation, it seems very desirable that its readers 
should be made acquainted with the fact, that “those who 
profess and call themselves” Positivists repudiate the title of 
Comtists. And for good reason. The Religion of Humanity, 
or “ Positivism,” as it was termed by Comte, and as instituted 
by him, professes to be a system of life and conduct (based fm 
Positive Science), and it is in this light that it is regarded by 
Comte’s adherents. They do not bind themselves down to a 
blind belief in all the doctrines set forth by Comte, merely on 
the ground that he happened to expound them; nor do they 
pledge themselves to the view that, in the gradual reorganisation 
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of society, to which they look forward, the whole of Comte’s 
minute provisions will be, or ought to be, serupulously 
followed. But they regard Comte as having adopted the true 
scientific method. They believe that, broadly speaking, the 
principles which he laid down as those upon which society 
ought to be reorganised, are scientifieally sound. And they 
view many, if not all, of the social institutions which he pro- 
ed to establish as the necessary outcome of those principles. 
his being the ease, they maintain that this system, which was 
not the fantastic creation of Comte’s imagination, but the result 
of prolonged and exhaustive study, by him, of the World and 
Mar, is, strictly and properly, Positivism, and not Comtism. 

It is, of course, open to anyone to demonstrate, if he can, 
that what Comte rad. + was not scientific, and that it was false. 
In that case, Comte’s doctrines would cease to have any claim 
to be regarded as Positivism: and those who might still adhere 
to him would have no right to continue to call themselves 
Positivists. Whether, and to what extent, anything of the kind 
ean be accomplished, are questions which, apparently, only the 
future can decide. In the meantime, however, the drift of 
events appears to be rather in the opposite direction.—I am, 
Sir, yours obediently, Henry ELtis. 

26, Bethune Road, Stoke Newington, N.—May 2nd, 1892. 


THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 


(Continued.) 
oo princes left unkissed the Beauty's brow, 
The Spirit of the Age could not allow 
Perfection 
Like hers to be politically nil, 
Or suffer what was termed by Stuart Mill 
“ Subjection.” 


The Spirit of the Age politely tapped 

The lady’s door, remarking as he rapped, 
“ My daughter, 

Since Reason’s sun has risen over all, 

*Tis time for thee to hear the morning eall— 
‘Hot water !’ 


“The night of Woman's bondage now is gone, 
When work and warfare by the men were done 
(And wooing) : 
The loud lark sings—the lily opes her eup— 
None sleep save thee ; so, lady fair, be up 
And doing!” 


At first the Beauty thought she would arise 
And open her bewildered, dreamy eyes 
Completely : 
But then she shrank from ills she did not know, 
And, clinging blindly to the status quo, 
Said sweetly : 
“Into ‘ hot water’ I should get, no doubt, 
If I obeyed your eall, and bring about 
Confusion. 
Like Doctor Watts’s ‘ Sluggard’ I complain, 
* Too soon you've waked me—I must sleep again !’” 
(Conciusion.) 


ELLEN THORNEYCROFT FOWLER. 


A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


THe SpeAKER OFFICE, 
Friday, May 6th, 1892. 

T must be very painful to the sentimentalist to 
notice what common sense is beginning to pre- 
vail on one of his pét subjects—that of the ancient 
immunities of “ genius.” Of course, to a great many 
good people still genius continues to be accepted as 
payment in full for every species of obligation, and 
if a man were a great poet he might probably still 
ruin a woman’s life, and some, in secret at least, 
would deem that he did God service. There are 
perhaps even more women than ever nowadays who 
would, as Keats put it, like to be married to an 
epic, and given away by a three-volume novel. 
Such attitude, however, is more and more taking 
its place among the superstitions, and the divine 
right of genius to ride rough-shod over us is at a 


discount. At the same time, our national capacity 
for reaching right conclusions by the wrong course 
is in this matter once more exemplified. In the 
main, as usual, our reasoning seems to have been 
quite astray. We have argued as though for our- 
selves, and how on those lines we have reached the 
sane conclusion is “another wonder.” Because, 
indeed, it does pay the world to allow genius to do 
its pleasure : its victims even have little to complain 
of; they wear the martyr’s crown, and if a few 
tradesmen or a few women are the worse, it has 
been deemed fit, time out of mind, that such should 
suffer for the people. But the one whom it does not 
pay either in this world or the next is emphatically 
the man of genius himself. It is really on his behalf 
that the protest against his ancient immunities 
should be made, for 


“ Whether a man serve God or his own whim 
Matters not much in the end to anyone but him.” 


To take the threadbare instance, the world lost 
or suffered nothing by the suicide of Harriet West- 
brook ; rather, it gained by another story of tragic 
pathos. Harriet herself was no loser, for she had 
lived her dream, and the stern joy of a great sorrow 
was granted her to die with: it was only the selfish 
heart that could leave her thus to suffer and die 
that was the loser. Not in its relations with the 
world—fair or ill, such, like all exterior things, are 
important onlyas wetakethem—but in its diminished 
capacity to feel greatly and tenderly, in its added 
numbness, in its less noble beat, it was so that the 
cor cordium lost what no lyric passion, no trium- 
phant exultation of success, could give to it again. 


However, Shelley and his story more or less 
belong to the tragic muse, and this subject is, 
perhaps, rather more the property of the comic: 
for great poets are rare, and really it is that smaller 
genius which we have always with us that is likely 
to suffer most from those “ immunities”; still more 
the talent that fain would bear the greater name, 
and most of all the misguided industry which is 
neither one nor the other. 


In this lower sphere, it is not murder and sudden 
death, and other such volcanic aberrations, that call 
for condonation, but those offences against that 
code of daily intercourse which some faulty ob- 
server of human life has characterised as “ the minor 
morals”: for, I suppose, the Decalogue, with the 
exception, maybe, of one commandment, may be 
regarded as superseded for the children of culture. 


The type of “ genius” I am thinking of probably 
began life by a misapplication—to himself—of 
Emerson's essay on Self-Reliance : a great and beauti- 
ful essay, but O how much has it to answer for in 
the survival of the unfittest. Alas! that the wheat 
and tares must grow up together till the harvest. It 
is the syrup of phosphorus by which weakly med- 
iocrity develops into sturdiness, a sturdy coarseness 
that else might have died down and been spared us. 
But, thanks to that or some other artificial producer, 
it grows up with the idea that the duty which lies 
nearest to itis to write weary books, paint mono- 
tonous pictures, persevere in “‘ d——d bad acting”— 
and it fulfils that duty with an energy known only 
to mediocrity. The literary variety, probably,has the 
characteristics of the type most fully developed. 
No one takes himself with more touching seriousness. 
Day by day he grows in conceit, neglects his temper, 
especially at home, with a wife who is worth ten of 
him and all his “ works,” and generally behaves, as 
the phrase goes, “as if anything becomes him.” If 
you visit him en famille, you will find him especially 
characteristic at meals, during which he is wont to 
sit absorbed, with an air of “I cannot shake off the 
god”: and when they are over he goes off, moodily 
chewing a toothpick, to his den, where, maybe, the 
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genius finds vent in a dissertation on “ Peg-Tops,” 
for The Boy's Own, or “The Noses of Great Men,” 
for Chambers’s Journal. 


But if such genius as this be chiefly comic, its 
work cannot but awaken in one a deep sense of the 
pathetic. To stand before the poor little picture 
that has been so much to its painter, and yet holds 
no spark of vitality or touch of distinction; to take 
up the poor little book into which all the toil of so 
many wasted days could breathe no breath of life— 
formless, uninspired, unnecessary. Think of the 
pathos of the illusion that has waved “its purple 
wings” around these lifeless products, endowing 
with sensitive expression the wooden lineaments 
that have really been dead and unexpressive all the 
time, never glowed at all save to the wistful yearning 
eye of their befooled creator. Yet if nature be thus 
cruel to inflict, she is no less kind to console, for the 
victim of this species of hallucination seldom wakens 
from the dream. That essay on self-reliance is with 
him to the end. 


Yet no less pathetic is it to reflect how, almost 
surely, his whole development has suffered for this 
mistake, all his life-blood gone to feed this abortive 
thing. All the gentler charities of life have been 
neglected, fine qualities atrophied, the man has grown 
narrow and selfish, all the real things have been lost 
for this shadow: that he might become, what 
nature never meant him to be—an artist. Allalong, 
when he has made any, art has been his excuse. 
But, more likely, he has not been asked for any, he has 
lived under the shelter of the “ genius” superstition. 
He has worn the air of making great sacrifices for 
the goddess, and in these his intimates have felt a 
proud sense of awful participation, as of a family 
whom the gods love. They have never under- 
stood that art is a particular form of self-indul- 
gence by no means confined to artists; that it often 
becomes no less a vice than opium-eating, and that 
the same questions are to be asked of both—whether 
the dreams are worth the cost. This might occa- 
sionally be asked of the world’s famous: not only of 
those whose art has been the evilly exquisite out- 
come of spiritual disease, but even of the great sane 
successful reputations. 


There is, too, perhaps, especially about the latter, 
a touch of comic suggestiveness in the sublime pre- 
occupation to which we owe their great legacies, 
that look of Atlas which is always pathetic, when it 
is not foolish, on the face of a mortal—the grand air 
of a Goethe, the colossal absorption of a Balzac. 
Their attitude offends one’s sense of the relation of 
things, and we feel that, after all, we could have 
spared half their works for a larger share of that 
delicate instinct for proportion which is one of the 
most precious attributes of what we call a gentle- 
man. But the demi-god has always much of the 
nouveau riche about him, and a gentleman is, after 
all, an exquisite product. Indeed, the world has, one 
may think, quite enough genius to be going on with. 
It could well do with a few more gentlemen. 


R. Le G. 


REVIEWS. 


A VETERAN OF THE GRAND ARMY. 


Tar Memorms or Baron pr Marnor. Translated by Arthur John 
Butler Two vols. London: Longmans, Green & Co. 


HE fame of Marbot’s Memoirs spread abroad 

through all civilised countries with unparalleled 
rapidity ; it was essentially the book of the year in 
France, and numerous Paris correspondents for 
London newspapers reported that it had taken the 
place of the last new novel in general conversation ; 
& series of remarkable articles in the New York 


Nation attracted to it the attention of all who read 
the ablest literary journal published in the United 
States; and its sale in England was augmented by 
the favourable reviews which appeared in many 
quarters. It was inevitable that such a book should 
be translated into English. Though a knowledge of 
French is almost universal among the cultivated 
classes in England and America, there are yet many 
people who prefer a translation as saving the 
trouble of consulting a dictionary for technical or 
unusual words; there are others who, while speak- 
ing French fluently, cannot read it with facility ; 
and lastly, there is the large class of readers 
who, from want of practice, find the reading of a 
French book in the original a strain on the mind 
and one which recalls too vividly the tasks of the 
school-room. The name of Mr. A. J. Butler on the 
title-page as translator guarantees the accuracy 
and general excellence of the English version, All 
who know his excellent translations of Dante's 
“Purgatorio” and “Paradiso” in English prose 
are aware of his competence to render a foreign 
classicinto his mother-tongue; and though the French 
prose of Marbot differs utterly from the Italian 
verse of Dante, Mr. Butler exhibits an equal 
power of turning both into readable English, a 
power which is much more rare than is generally 
believed. In his prefatory note, Mr. Butler professes 
“a fair knowledge of French, and just enough 
acquaintance with French military terms to be 
aware that brigadier does not mean a brigadier, nor 
maréchal de camp a field-marshal.” He is really too 
modest, for he has avoided all the usual mistakes of 
the translators of French military works, such as, 
for instance, the tempting mistranslation of bowlet 
as a bullet instead of a cannon-ball. The only 
point in which we venture to differ from him is his 
use of major-general and lieutenant-general for 
général de brigade and général de division. The 
English term lieutenant-general designates only the 
second rank in the English military hierarchy, there 
being the rank of general superior to it, whereas 
général de division designates the highest ordinary 
rank to which an officer in the French army can 
aspire, the position of Maréchal de France being ex- 
ceptional and extraordinary, and not conferred in the 
ordinary course of promotion, like that of Field- 
Marshal in England. The mistranslation may be 
explained by the fact that under the Restoration 
and the Monarchy of Louis-Philippe, the term 
lieutenant-général was revived and used to express 
the imperial rank of général de division, but it was 
never equivalent to the English lieutenant-general, 
and it would have been better to render it always as 
general of division in accordance with modern 
French military nomenclature. In the same way, the 
term général de brigade signifies the second highest 
ordinary rank in the French army, and is not equiva- 
lent to the English major-general, which is only the 
third ; and it would have been better to have trans- 
lated it always as general of brigade. The point is 
not one of very great importance, but as Mr. Butler’s 
version gives rise to a misconception of the rank held 
in the French army not only by many officers men- 
tioned in these Memoirs, but also by Marbot himself, 
it is hoped he may see his way to altering it ina 
second edition. 

The reputation of General Marbot as a military 
writer was well established in his lifetime. His 
criticism of Général Rogniart’s “ Considérations sur 
l'art de la guerre,” published in 1820, was so highly 
approved by Napoleon that the exiled Emperor left 
him 100,000 frances in his will, with these words: “ Je 
engage a continuer 4 écrire pour la défense de la 
gloire des armées francaises et & en confondre les 
calomniateurs et les apostats.” His volume on 
“Cavalry,” published in 1825, was the ablest treatise 
on the use of that important arm compiled at the 
period at which Marbot wrote, and it is at the 
present time most instructive to compare it with 
Prince Kraft von Hohenlohe’s celebrated Letters, as 
showing the necessary changes in handling cavalry 
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caused by the improvement of modern artillery, and 
the consequent alteration of military tactics. That 
Marbot had written interesting and valuable memoirs 
on his military life was well known to his contem- 
poraries; M. Cuvillier-Fleury, in an obituary notice 
published in the Journal des Débats of 22nd Novem- 
ber, 1854, alluded to them ; and so did M. L. Louvet, 
in the sketch of Marbot’s life contributed to the 
“ Biographie Générale Firmin Didot.” Great expecta- 
tions were entertained therefore when it was an- 
nounced that they were to be published, and those 
expectations, as has been already said, have been 
fully realised. 

Marbot’s Memoirs is a most difficult book to 
review. It would be easy enough to cull some of the 
numerous good stories he tells, to quote some of his 
anecdotes, to praise his word-portraits of some of 
the famous marshals under whom he served, to 
criticise his accounts of military and political events, 
or to examine the history, structure, and military 
spirit of the Grande Armée, as exhibited from be- 
ginning to end of his lengthy but not voluminous 
memoirs. But in doing one or all of these things, 
the reviewer would fail to convey the sense of 
the peculiar charm of these fascinating volumes. 
They must be read to be appreciated. It would 
be impossible in a review to adequately describe 
the merits of Pepys’ “ Diary,” of the “ Mémoires” 
of Saint-Simon or De Retz, of Ségur’s “Cam- 
pagne de la Russie;” and Marbot shares to some 
extent the merits of them all. He is as frankly 
garrulous as Pepys, as fond of a good story as De 
Retz, as clever in his character-painting as Saint- 


', Simon, as alive to the picturesque side of war as 


Ségur; and it would be unfair to lay weight on any 
particular aspect of his Memoirs. They have all the 
excellences of a journal, for it seems to have been 
Marbot’s habit, when unemployed, as after Masséna’s 
retreat from Portugal (vol. ii, p. 179), or when 
wounded, as after the battle of Aspern (vol. i., 
p. 442), to write down at once his recollections of 
the campaign he had passed through; and it is upon 
these notes, taken while his memory of events was 
still fresh, that he based his subsequent descriptions. 
To this habit is due, doubtless, the vivacity and 
vividness which form two of the chief excellences of 
his Memoirs. But the personality of the man him- 
self counts for something also. He reveals it in 
countless instances. He describes his own gallant 
feats—such as the passage of ‘the Danube in 1809— 
without any mock-modesty ; he tells stories to his 
own disadvantage, such as his combat with an 
English officer in front of Miranda de Corvo during 
Masséna’s retreat from Portugal; he lays weight 
on his own merits as a staff officer and as colonel 
commanding a cavalry regiment; he vents his 
complaints on the way his promotion was retarded 
with frank egotism; he occasionally censures the 
Emperor's military arrangements, and is even more 
outspoken on the demerits of some of the most 
famous marshals ; and he is as much at home in nar- 
rating a misadventure in a Paris ball-room, where 
he feared to have offended Napoleon, as in telling 
the causes of Masséna’s taking a dislike to him for 
his outspokenness. It is the bright and lively per- 
sonality of Marbot which gives point to his anec- 
dotes and verisimilitude to his description of events, 
and it is this personality—which it is impossible to 
describe, and which only develops by degrees—that 
gives one of the greatest charms to his Memoirs. His 
comments on political and military history, though 
often shrewd, have no particular value: he was no 
historian, and adopted the views and theories of 
others on all matters of which he had no personal 
knowledge, without much care in examining or 
appreciating them; but where he draws on his 
personal experiences, his honesty and clear-sighted- 
ness make him an invaluable witness. With much 
judgment, Mr. Butler has, therefore, considerably 
curtailed Marbot’s disquisitions on matters of which 
he had no personal knowledge, but he has left un- 
mutilated, except in the pages on Waterloo, Marbot’s 


accounts of matters in which he took part, or which 
he had special opportunities of observing. 

What, then, were the events which Marbot de- 
scribes so vividly? What were the battles and 
campaigns in which he saw service? Marcelin Mar- 
bot was the second son of a French nobleman of the 
Quercy who rallied to the Republic when France was 
beset by foreign foes, and who served gallantly in 
her armies as a general of division in the Army of 
the Eastern Pyrenees. His father also played a part 
in politics, and sat both in the Legislative Assembly, 
from 1791 to 1792, and in the Council of Ancients, 
from 1795 to 1799, as a deputy for the department 
of the Corréze. The young Marbot enlisted as a 
private in the Ist, formerly the Berchiny, Hussars 
in 1799, there being no road to a commission except 
through the ranks at that period. Joining his regi- 
ment on September 3rd, 1799, when it was employed 
in the Army of Italy, Marcelin Marbot won his pro- 
motion to the rank of sergeant on December Ist, and 
of sub-lieutenant on December 31st, 1799, by feats 
of gallantry in the field. He served as aide-de-camp 
to his father, and after his death, to Masséna, during 
the terrible siege of Genoa, and was despatched with 
the news of the capitulation to the First Consul, with 
whose army he was present at the battle of Marengo. 
In 1800 he acted as provisional aide-de-camp to 
General Bernadotte, afterwards King of Sweden, 
and eventually, in 1803, after serving with his regi- 
ment, the 25th Chasseurs-a-cheval, and going through 
a course of instruction at the cavalry school at 
Versailles, he joined the staff of Marshal Augereau 
as aide-de-camp. In this capacity he acted with the 
7th corps of the Grande Arméeuntil 1807 ; he was pre- 
sent on a mission from Augereau to the Emperor at 
the battle of Austerlitz in 1805; he served with his own 
corps at the battle of Jena, in 1806,and was wounded 
as well as his marshal at the battle of Eylau, in 1807. 
Soon recovering from his first wound, Marbot re- 
joined the Grande Armée and acted as additional 
aide-de-camp to Marshal Lannes at the battle of 
Friedland. In 1808 he served as aide-de-camp first 
to Murat and then to Lannes in Spain, and was 
twice wounded, first in carrying despatches and 
then at the siege of Saragossa. In the following 
year he accompanied Lannes’ staff into Germany, 
distinguished himself by two daring feats of arms at 
the storming of Ratisbon and by the passage of the 
Danube in search of information, and was eventually 
again wounded in the battle of Aspern or Essling. 
Marshal Lannes was also wounded in the same fierce 


| combat, and eventually died in Marbot’s arms. On 


recovering, Marbot joined the staff of Marshal 
Masséna as aide-de-camp, and served under that 
marshal at the battle of Wagram, and in the 
invasion of and retreat from Portugal in 1810-1811. 
This concluded his staff service. In 1812 Marbot 
was appointed practically, though not officially, to 
the command of the 23rd Chasseurs-a-cheval, with 
which he served in the invasion of and retreat from 
Russia. His regiment was attached to Oudinot’s 
corps, and therefore did not go to Moscow, but it saw 
much service against Wittgenstein’s Russian army ; 
Marbot was again wounded, and received the 
coloneley of the 23rd Chasseurs while still in the 
heart of Russia. He was engaged in the campaign 
of 1813, in Saxony, and was present at the defeat of 
Macdonald’s corps at the Katzbach, and at the crown- 
ing defeat of Leipzig. Owing to the reduced state of 
his regiment, Marbot was not employed in Napoleon’s 
defensive campaign in France in 1814, but in 1815, 
having been transferred to the coloneley of the 
7th Hussars, he joined the Emperor with his new 
regiment, and served at the battle of Waterloo, 
where he was once more wounded. 

This rapid résumé gives some idea of the extent 
and variety of Marbot’s services; and as has been 
already said, he gives a lively and vivid account of 
all he saw and suffered. His position as a staff- 
officer enabled him to obtain an intimate knowledge 
of the characters of five of Napoleon’s most famous 
marshals, Bernadotte, Murat, Masséna, Augereau, and 
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Lannes, of whom the two latter were his favourites; 
and in every capacity he proved himself an able and 
gallant officer, and won the friendship of his comrades 
and the admiration of his subordinates. 


MR. CUST’S ESSAYS. 


Linouistic AND Ortentat Essays. Third Series. By Robert Need- 
ham Cust, LL.D., Honorary Secretary to the Royal Asiatic 
Society. London: Kegan Paul, Trench, Triibner & Co, 
Limited. 


A MIXED commission of experts might shrink from 
pronouncing on this book. We certainly have no 
intention of doing so. Within its 600 pages Mr. 
Cust has brought together the more fugitive writ- 
ings of a long literary life: of a life remarkable 
alike for its continuous labour, for its variety of 
effort, and for its single-minded devotion to what 
may be termed the scholarly side of missionary 
work. This robust volume, indeed, forms only 
Number III. of a series of Mr. Cust’s miscellaneous 
essays: the primitia et reliquie of half a century, 
during which the author has, in addition to his three 
volumes of scattered writings, published thirteen 
independent works of research. That he should, 
during the same period, have achieved a distin- 
guished career as an Indian administrator, and given 
many years to the arduous unpaid secretaryship of 
the Royal Asiatic Society, and to the direction of one of 
the leading British organisations for missionary work, 
furnishes another proof that a life of severe literary 
labour is not incompatible with an effective part in 
practical affairs. The present volume ranges over a 
wide variety of subjects, from Latin and Greek verses 
(beginning with the date “ Eton, 1837,” and ending 
with that of “ London, 1890”), to papers on 
the vernacular languages of Asia, Africa, America, 
and Oceania; a protest against the public execution 
of criminals as far back as 1853; the aboriginal 
tribes of India; women’s work in the Church of 
Rome; the marriage of native converts; faith 
and freedom in Russia; and the reredos of St. 
Paul's. 

A modest-minded critic may be excused from 
adventuring across so wide a field. But there is one 
part, and a large and important part, of Mr. Cust’s 
volume, with which we are competent to deal, and 
which has a very practical interest to many English- 
men and Englishwomen at present. During the 
current month the great annual missionary gather- 
ings are being held, and it is understood that a special 
appeal will be addressed to the liberality of the British 
public. We think that the speakers before making 
that appeal, and the public before responding to it, 
would do well to examine the categorical statements 
set forth in this book. Mr. Cust is one of the oldest 
and firmest supporters of missionary enterprise, who 
possesses an actual knowledge of the facts. His 
sympathies are of the warm evangelical sort, and his 
zeal is attested by a life of devotion to the cause. 
But the conclusions which he feels constrained to 
submit to his countrymen are by no means a subject 
for unmixed congratulation. He sees clearly that the 
struggle is no longer between Christianity and the 
coarser forms of idol-worship (if, indeed, those 
coarser forms were not at all times, and especially in 
India, to some extent the impressionist sketches of 
the less instructed class of missionaries). He per- 
ceives that it is now, at any rate, a struggle between 
theintellectual revivals of ancient indigenous religions 
and our Western developments of Christianity. He 
has an undoubting faith in the ultimate triumph of 
Christian truth, but he very gravely questions 
whether certain of our Western methods are cal- 
culated to make the truth prevail. He comes to the 
deliberate conclusions that the plan of the missionary 
campaign must be altered, and that the equipments 
of those sent forth to fight must also undergo an 
important change. 

The plan of the missionary campaign must be 
altered. Gross material idolatry, says Mr. Cust, 


even among the American Indians, is giving place 
to equally false and equally dangerous, although 
more intellectual, forms of misbelief. A requicken- 
ing of the ancient religions has taken place in many 
lands; in some cases the result of mere contact with 
civilised races, in others of Western education, in 
others as an indirect product of Christian mis- 
sionary teaching. It is these revivals of the old 
non-Christian religions, and their new adaptations 
to the modern thoughts and modern conditions of 
great races of mankind, that, in Mr. Cust’s judg- 
ment, have now to be combated. He quotes from 
the remarkable speech of the late Archbishop of York 
in 1890, that “ what he (the archbishop) feared for the 
future was that through want of Christian diligence 
we should see bastard systems taking the place of 
the old systems that were strong in their way, but 
are now confessed to be decaying.” 

What ought to be the attitude of the Christian 
propaganda to this revival of ancient religions that 
is going on throughout great parts of the world? 
Some of the requickened faiths—such as the Brahmo 
Samaj in India and the Muhammadan reformation 
in many lands—are familiar to the British reader. 
But their number, their diversity, and the vast 
areas of the earth in which such movements are 
taking place, will only be realised—perhaps they 
will for the first time be suspected—even by students 
of the question, from a careful perusal of Part III. 
of this volume. The late Archbishop of York per- 
mitted himself an unwarrantable latitude of speech 
when he described them as “ bastard systems.” Many 
of them are earnest endeavours by devout-minded 
natives to combat the gross infidelity, materialism, 
and agnosticism which, as Mr. Cust points out, are the 
direct result in Asia of the spread of a purely intel- 
lectual form of European education, and of the 
teaching of a powerful class of European and 
American writers—a class in which Mr. Cust in- 
cludes Huxley and Herbert Spencer. Almost all 
these reformed native faiths are theistic: some of 
them are very pure theisms, not antagonistic to 
Christianity, and holding a benevolent attitude to 
Christian doctrine similar to that of Unitarianism in 
the Western world. Are the missionaries to be the 
uncompromising opponents of such efforts of the 
religious Asiatic mind to combat infidelity by 
Eastern forms of theism? Are they, for example, 
to preach against the Brahmo Samaj and the other 
great theistic churches in India? or are they to wish 
them Godspeed? or are they to turn their faces the 
other way, and to ignore with timorous silence the 
spiritual movements taking place among the native 
populations around them? These are questions to 
which many sincere and liberal supporters of mis- 
sionary work now desire an answer. 

Mr. Cust, however, is not merely of opinion “ that 
the plan of campaign will have to be altered.” He 
brings forward weighty facts and arguments to 
show that there must also be a change in the equip- 
ment of the missionary army, and of the spirit in 
which its soldiers go forth. Many of the leaders of 
the reformed native faiths give a visible proof of 
their earnestness by a life of ascetic abstinence and 
self-abnegation, the comparative infrequency of 
which Mr. Cust deplores among our own missionaries. 
In a very instructive passage (p. 469) he compares 
the material advantages of a young man starting 
life as an officer in a British regiment, and as a 
missionary. No one can read his detailed list of the 
pay, allowances, and outfit provided by the great 
societies without coming to the conclusion that it is 
a better paying business to be a young missionary 
than to be a sub-lieutenant. There is another point 
on which Mr. Cust lays not undue stress; the fact is 
that the missionary profession is the only profession 
open to an ordinary educated youth (for the Indian 
Civil Service belongs to a different category) in which 
a young man can at starting afford to marry. Mr. 
Cust, being a stout British Evangelical, is opposed to 
vows of celibacy. But he not unreasonably thinks 
that young missionaries, like young lawyers, or 
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young doctors, or young architects, or young school- 
masters, merchants, or shopkeepers, ought to do 
some work in the world before they are placed in a 
position to maintain a wife. He examines the plea 
sometimes put forward that marriage is either 
necessary for the morality of young missionaries or 
likely to aid them in their duties, and he proves that 
it is an unfounded plea. On the contrary, he produces 
ample evidence to show that a young wife is a clog 
upon a young missionary, and a hindrance to his use- 
fulness in the early part of his career, quite apart 
from the expense to the society which sends him out. 
It is the society whose liberality alone enables him 
to enjoy a condition of comfort which he could not 
have won for himself till after years of labour in 
any other line of life. Mr. Cust’s main contention is 
that this state of things is a wrong state of things; 
and no one, we think, will read the part of his book 
which deals with “ Brotherhoods and Sisterhoods in 
Mission Fields” without feeling that he has very tem- 
perately, but very conclusively, established his case. 
Hisremedy is not avowof celibacy, although herightly 
thinks that for the first pioneering work of missions, 
or for special services of danger, only unmarried men 
should be employed; as, indeed, only unmarried men 
would be employed for such work by any company 
or corporation except a missionary society. He only 
proposes that young missionaries should postpone 
their marriage as almost all educated young English- 
men (without private means) have to do, until they 
have done some years of actual work, say till they 
have passed the age of thirty or thirty-two. He 
urges such a rule not merely as a matter of duty to 
the subscribers who find the funds for missionary 
enterprise, but also in the interest of the young 
missionaries themselves. Apart from the distractions 
and trials of too early matrimony, and the expenses, 
present and future, with which it burdens the 
societies, the adult missionary better understands 
what sort of woman he really requires for a wife 
than a callow fledgling fresh out of a theological 
seminary. “A man,” Mr. Cust says, “is much more 
likely to make a good choice of a helpmate when he 
knows the work which he requires help in, than if 
in statu pupillari at the missionary college he asks 
the little girl whom he has met in the Sunday School, 
or the young person in the shop adjoining that of his 
father to go with him.” 

The value of this volume is that it deals with the 
great missionary questions of.our day from what 
may be called the broad English point of view. The 
Oxford and Cambridge Missions have a clear answer 
to those questions, an answer based on celibacy and 
a life of self-sacrifice. But Oxford and Cambridge 
are in touch rather with the intellectual classes than 
with the nation. Mr. Cust’s book gives the reply of 
an uncompromising Evangelical, thoroughly imbued 
with the popular British view of missionary work, 
no friend to celibate vows, and cordially detesting 
any rule or practice that savours of Rome, but 
determined that the money of the great societies 
shall be so spent as really to attain the objects for 
which the British public subscribed it. ‘“ Collections 
are made in churches under the influence of prayer,” 
he writes in one of many plain-spoken passages, 
“little children bring their pennies, and collecting- 
boxes are handed about. It is not right that early 
marriages should be tolerated, causing such intoler- 
able expenditure [as he has just set forth in detail]. 
I repeat again that I am not in favour of celibate 
missions, and I wish to see the missionaries free 
from vulgar cares, and with a decent sufficiency. 
But why should they marry while still so young? 
Why should they set up a wife and six children any 
more than a carriage and six horses? Think of 
young widows, perhaps below twenty-five. In some 
cases they have never got out to the field, or done a 
stroke of missionary work, and yet the funds of the 
society are saddled with a charge of say fifty pounds 
[apiece per annum] for a lifetime. The number of 
children thus supported amounts to hundreds.” Such 
statements deliberately made by a man who has 


devoted his time and substance to the missionary 
cause, and who has had unrivalled opportunities of 
observing the actual expenditure of mission funds, 
cannot be ignored. They are statements to which 
the great missionary societies at their forthcoming 
annual meetings would do well to offer a reply. 


GIRALDUS. 

GrraLpi CaMBRENSIS OrERA, Vol. viii. ‘‘De Principis Instructione 
Liber.” Edited by George F. Warner, M.A., F.S.A., Assistant- 
Keeper of Manuscripts, British Museum. London: Published 
under the direction of the Master of the Rolls. 


By an odd oversight the seventh volume of Giraldus’s 
works in the “ Rolls Series” was stated to be the last, 
although the valuable and most characteristic 
treatise, “De Principis Instructione,” was not in- 
cluded. This cannot have been the fault of Mr. 
Brewer, who edited the earlier volumes, for he had 
himself published the book for the Anglia-Christiana 
Society in 1846; nor was it due to Mr. Freeman, who 
completed the preface to vol. vii., which had been 
left unfinished by the death of Mr. Dimock, Mr. 
Brewer’s successor in the editorship, for he printed 
all that Mr. Dimock had written—and it is in this 
part that the statement occurs—without alteration. 
We can only conclude that Mr. Dimock was charge- 
able with the omission; and he has deserved so well 
of historical students that we do not think his 
reputation need greatly suffer by this his misdeed. 
In fact, he rather claims our gratitude, because he 
has left the way open for Mr. Warner to step in and 
present us with a new volume of Giraldus which is 
in several ways specially acceptable: first, because 
any edition was to be desired, since Mr. Brewer's 
text is hard to buy; secondly, because Mr. Warner’s 
edition is a very good one; and thirdly, because he 
has added an indispensable supplement to the whole 
set, in the shape of an index not only to his own 
volume, but also to the first four, which have hither- 
to lacked one. Probably it would have been best of 
all had the new editor incorporated the existing 
indices to vols. v.—vii., and thus furnished a single 
means of reference to the whole of Giraldus. But 
we dare say the authorities of the Record Office did 
not feel themselves justified in republishing matter 
which was already in print in their own series ; and 
in any case, we who have in past days made more 
than one weary search through several volumes in 
the hope of finding a passage vaguely referred to, 
and searched in vain, may congratulate ourselves 
that now we have a means, even though it be not the 
most expeditious means, of ascertaining the contents 
of Giraldus’s works. And this is in itself no small 
gain; for few writers have repeated themselves so 
much, have said the same thing in different or even 
in the same words so often, or—what is most note- 
worthy—have given different accounts of the same 
thing according as seemed expedient at the moment. 

Mr. Warner’s edition is distinguished from the 
text published by Mr. Brewer mainly in two ways. 
First, he gives us the substance of the first of the 
three “ distinctions ” into which Giraldus divided his 
work, whereas Mr. Brewer entirely omitted it. The 
new editor says that, as this portion consists “mainly 
of moral reflections, interspersed with historical ex- 
cerpts of little value, .... to print the whole of it 
intact as part of an historical series was almost im- 
possible.” He has, therefore, printed everything of 
importance, and whenever a long string of Biblical 
texts occurred he has given the references only ; “in 
many cases,” he adds, “I have done the same with 
classical and other quotations, indicating, if necessary, 
the nature of the omitted matter.” In this we think 
Mr. Warner has been ill-advised. An editor for a 
collection like the “ Rolls Series,” whose directors 
had no qualms about printing the theological tracts 
of the “Fasciculi Zizaniorum” or the science of 
Alexander Neckam “de Naturis Rerum,” need not 
have been punctilious on the head of strict historical 
relevancy. The additional matter would hardly, we 
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estimate, have filled eighty pages of type; and by 
Mr. Warner’s. device, while we lose little of direct 
importance, we are deprived not only of the satisfac- 
tion of possessing Giraldus’s work complete, but also 
of several incidental advantages. Thus the classical 
quotations would have shown us the texts in circula- 
tion at the time; occasionally they might give a 
desired corroboration of readings found in few exist- 
ing manuscripts, and, at the least, they might throw 
light on the growth of corruptions. The citations 
from the Bible, we admit, are of less obvious value 
because of the abundance of specimens already avail- 
able; but it may be noticed that Giraldus wrote just 
before the great work of emending the text of the 
Vulgate was taken in hand, so that he represents 
that text at a time when its debasement had become 
a crying evil, a fact of which specimens might be 
adduced from other parts of the treatise. From this 
point of view we are sorry to miss the copious quota- 
tions which Mr. Warner only indicates by a refer- 
ence. 

The second way in which the new edition differs 
from its predecessor is that Mr. Warner prints his 
text as he found it in his one manuscript, making only 
the necessary corrections of scriptural mistakes, and 
in all cases giving the reading of the manuscript in 
a footnote. Now, Giraldus, as we have said, was 
exceptionally prone to repeating himself, and Mr. 
Brewer, when he found his author giving a long 
excerpt from another of his writings and then 
stopping short, could not refrain from continuing 
the quotation himself. It is true he carefully stated 
the fact in a note; but his care has not prevented 
even the most scrupulous of writers from quoting 
those added passages as though from the “De 
Principis Instructione,” when they really come (let 
us say) from the “Expugnatio Hibernizw.” Mr. 
Warner has saved himself from the Apocalyptic 
censure, and given us the text of his manuscript and 
no more. 

It would be easy to fill many columns with 
specimens of Giraldus’s pungent criticism of men and 
manners, of his dramatic exposition of Henry the 
Second’s rise and progress in evil doing, and of his 
fearful fall, of the almost incredible tales he relates 
of the king’s private life. But these things are 
already well known to readers of Bishop Stubbs and 
Miss Norgate, to go no further afield. The only 
actual novelty of the new edition consists, as we 
have said, in the first “ distinction,’ and in an 
earlier preface than that prefixed to it, which has 
hitherto been known only by an extract. The latter 
is of some autobiographical interest, but of the 
former there is in truth not much to say. It 
is an orderly setting forth of the virtues that a 
prince ought to possess, reinforced by manifold 
examples of sacred and profane history. The lessons 
taught are a little trite, and are not redeemed by the 
philosophic spirit that animates the fourth book of 
John of Salisbury’s “ Policraticus,” with which one 
naturally compares the treatise. Giraldus’s ideas of 
morality and public duty lie too much on the 
surface; his models are the obvious ones; and the 
writer is too apt to make up for lack of independent 
thought by long excursions through history—to the 
purpose or not—made up to a large extent by 
the help of solid extracts from familiar authors. 
Giraldus was, indeed, a man widely read, but he 
had not the scholar’s maturity to use his reading 
to the best advantage. His erudition is too much 
paraded, and the book itself reads too much like an 
academic exercise. We can well believe the author's 
statement that the “De Principis Instructione” 
was almost the first work he wrote, though it was 
among the last he finished. The first “ distinction” 
was, indeed, very likely written as a separate work, 
and circulated long before Giraldus completed it by 
its two successors. The latter were finished when 
he was about seventy years of age, after the death 
of King John; the former may have been written 
nearly forty years earlier. Mr. Warner was, perhaps, 
not in time to notice that a brief account of the 


unprinted portion of the work had been given by 
Mr. C. L. Kingsford in an appendix to his meritorious 
edition of “The Song of Lewes,” published in 1890. 
Mr. Warner’s work is done with the learning and 
accuracy which might have been expected of him. 
His introduction contains much of value: not merely 
for our knowledge of Giraldus and his works, but 
also for the general history of the time upon which 
the second and third books of his treatise throw so 
curious and in many ways unexpected alight. We 
have noticed but few errors, and these are chiefly of 
the press; but it is strange that the editor should 
have asserted that a passage which Giraldus quotes 
from Ecclesiasticus “is not in LEcclesiasticus,” 
(p. 10), when he might have found the place as large 
as life in ch. xxxii. 1. The diversity in the words 
as cited is an illustration of what we have said above 
as to the corrupt state of the text of the Vulgate in 
the twelfth century. 


A VAIN SEARCH FOR ADVENTURE. 


TRAVELS AND ADVENTURES OF AN OrcHID Hunter. By Albert 
Millican. London, Paris, and Melbourne: Cassell & Co. 


THE author of this book is one of scores of young 
men who have been sent to collect orchids to feed 
the craze for these plants which is so marked a 
feature in the horticulture of the present time. His 
experience as told in the account of his travels 
may be termed short and uneventful as compared 
with that of the veteran plant-collectors who 
have roved the tropics for the past twenty or 
thirty years. An interesting and even exciting 
story might be told of orchid collecting by the 
men who have risked their lives in Madagascar, 
New Guinea, Upper Burma, and many parts of the 
Malaya regions. Mr. Millican has travelled only 
upon well-beaten tracks—so well-beaten, indeed, that 
he had difficulty in finding plants which a few years 
ago were abundant in the places he visited. Col- 
lectors had stripped the country before he arrived. 

There is no greater risk attendant on obtaining 
a few thousand plants of Cattleya Mendelii and 
Odontoglossum crispum than that of catching a 
fever whilst waiting for the plants to be brought in 
by the natives. Mr. Millican would appear to have 
gone in search of the plants himself, whereas the 
general practice with collectors who go for quan- 
tities of well-known orchids is as follows: They put 
up at an hotel in the neighbourhood of the plants 
sought, and make it known by means of the town 
crier—if there be one—that a “ botanico” wants to 
buy orchids. The natives know exactly what he 
has come for; they have collected thousands of the 
plants at so much each for other “botanicos.” He 
shows them a picture or a sample of the plant he 
requires, and bargains for so many at so much. 
They collect and bring the plants in; he cleans and 
packs them preparatory to taking them to the port 
and thence to Europe. This is orchid “ hunting” as 
ordinarily practised, and it is not much more ex- 
citing than “ hunting the slipper.” 

Mr. Millican is a’prentice hand not only in orchid 
collecting, but in book-making. He had never slept 
in a bunk before he started on his travels to “ hunt” 
orchids, nor seen “ fiddles,” nor even sea-sickness ! 
The first hundred pages of his book are devoted to a 
detailed description of his journey. He might have 
experienced as much in a journey from London to 
Paris! Kingsley, in his delightful book “ At Last,” 
contrives to interest us in his account of the voyage 
he made West, and Mr. Froude keeps his readers 
alive whilst going over the same ground. Mr. 
Millican would probably have succeeded better had 
he stuck to his text and told us more about orchids, 
and considerably less about pretty women, streets, 
diamond mines, ete. etc. For a book professing to 
be about plants, we do not remember ever reading 
one that contained so little. Even that little is 
almost worthless. Sobralia leucowantha (p. 113) is 
rare in England, but it has not rose and white 
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flowers like Cattleya Mendelii. We suspect he means 
S. macrantha, though this is common in gardens. 
Cattleyas are not parasites. There are no wild re- 
presentatives of the genus Phanix in the West 
(p. 67). If Mr. Millican did really cut his way through 
“ beautiful Strelitzias,’ he has made a most interest- 
ing discovery in geographical botany, as no Strelitzia 
has ever yet been found wild outside the African 
continent. The author wishes us to understand 
that his book is “not a missionary’s report, nor a 
traveller's diary, nor a student’s compilation, but a 
narrative of things seen and experienced by me.” 
We confess to a feeling of regret that he did not see 
and experience more of the kind of thing we have a 
right to expect in books of travel. The publishers’ 
share of the work is all that need be desired —good 
paper, type and illustrations; although these latter 
are many of them of absolutely no interest. They 
are mostly reproductions of photographs taken by 
the author. We wondered how he himself could be 
so frequently in the picture until he explains this 
near the end of the book. He had used Messrs. 
Rouch’s patent camera, setting the instrument 
before placing himself in position and then in- 
structing a native to pull the string. 


FICTION. 


By Blanche Willis Howard 
London: Osgood, Mcllvaine 


1, A Fettowe anp His Wire. 
and William Sharp. One vol. 
& Co. 


2. A Ticer’s Cun. By Eden Phillpotts. 
W. Arrowsmith. 

3. Exsker: anp Orner Srorizs. By Thomas Nelson Page. One 
vol. London: Osgood, McIlvaine & Co. 


4. “Bro Me Goop-Byrr.” By Florence Henniker, author of “ Sir 
George.” London: Richard Bentley & Son. 


One vol. Bristol: J. 


THERE is a quite singular and delightful charm in 
the collection of letters entitled ‘“ A Fellowe and his 
Wife.” The story of the Count and Countess von 
Jaromar unfolds itself most naturally and effectively 
in this form. Where the autobiographical form is 
possible to a story, it increases wonderfully the con- 
viction that the story will have and its attractions 
for any sympathetic and appreciative reader. If the 
autobiographical form is at all discredited nowadays, 
it is because it has often been used where the story 
did not permit it-—where it is not confined to the ex- 
perience of the person who tells it, and consequently 
requires the intervention of some old and reminiscent 
nurse to tell the supposed author certain facts before 
he can tell them to us. The old and reminiscent 
nurse is just as frequently an aged and anecdotal 
uncle—in either case a typical character demanded 
not by the story, but by the form of the story, inar- 
tistic and destructive of conviction. “A Fellowe 
and his Wife” is, of course, a double autobiography. 
The Count and Countess were playmates in their 
childhood at Jaromar. One is allowed to understand 
why she married him; and one understands, too, 
why she left him to study art at Rome. She loved 
him, but not as a wife loves a husband. His own 
position may be described in his own words, written 
to her: 


“Calling myself your husband is but a farce, which I play 
awkwardly enough. But your friend, that I am, first, last, always; 
and your lover, when you will. Never believe me patient, yet never 
for an instant lose your trust in me. You are free as air until vou 
voluntarily lay your hands in mine. Let the world wonder. You 
and I know what path we have chosen, and why. We are account- 
able only to ourselves. You shall have your free flight.” 


One can guess, of course, how that flight ends. 
There are some rights which a man secures most 
surely by never claiming them, never insisting upon 
them. ‘“ What should I do with an unwilling wife?” 
the Count writes. “ Marriage by capture is obsolete, 
and any compulsion of a woman's person or spirit 
brutal and barbarous.” Had the scheme of this 
book fallen for its execution into any but the most 
efficient hands, the book itself would have been 
deplorable. The Count would have been a prig; the 


Countess would have been an unpleasant woman; 
there would have been but little action in the story, 
and the pages would have been piled with platitudes. 
But the book has been written by artists. The 
Count is noble, he has the pluck and passion that 
are so often found in combination with gentleness 
and self-restraint. The Countess is a woman; the 
story itself has action and interest; the letters that 
tell it are full of wit and fresh observation. “A 
Fellowe and his Wife” is a book that can be read 
more than once. 

It seems probable that work of some importance 
may be expected from Mr. Eden Phillpotts. “A 
Tiger’s Cub” is a story which has undeniable power. 
Mr. Eden Phillpotts can invent and construct a story. 
He can surprise the reader without having recourse 
to stupid, copied detectives, and without making the 
very common and bad mistake of continually insist- 
ing upon the mysteriousness of his own mystery. 
He can produce horror, and this means a very rare 
gift. There are many books which contain more 
bloodshed than is to be found in “ A Tiger’s Cub”; 
there is no supernatural phenomenon in it; but a 
nervous man should not read it in solitude and the 
small hours ; there is all the material of a very bad 
nightmare in it. Mr. Eden Phillpotts also has some 
humour, as he has shown in previous work, although 
this is not his most remarkable quality. He has 
youth on his side, and for these reasons we think that 
much may be expected from him. There is much 
that is original in “ A Tiger’s Cub”; its author 
is not a plagiarist. But he is impressionable, and 
the unfortunately excellent memory will sometimes 
work unconsciously. What are we to think of such 
proper names as Simon Myrtlerig, Pulsifer, Amy 
Tinkler, Richard Silver? What are we to think of 
a character who is always enthusiastic about new 
schemes that he always relinquishes, who is con- 
tinually quoting a futility of his own under the 
idea that it is an epigram? We are tempted to 
believe that Mr. Phillpotts has enjoyed the works of 
Charles Dickens. The character who quotes Scrip- 
ture and appends the reference has been met before. 
Perhaps, too, we might ask this author not to refer 
to the canker-worm, nor to use such phrases as 
“pharisaical cant,” because these things savour of 
Sunday-afternoon eloquence in the north side of 
Hyde Park. For this author most certainly has no 
need to put himself under any obligations at all. 
In his own language and on his own ideas he will 
succeed. 

Mr. Page shows versatile talents in “ Elsket” and 
the stories which are printed with it. He has the 
American pathos; there is a delicate far-awayness 
about it which is its distinguishing quality. He can 
give us humorous negro stories. ‘ George Washing- 
ton’s Last Duel” and “ P’laski’s Tunament” are both 
very funny. The last two stories in the book are 
slightly commonplace. The workmanship throughout 
the collection is good, but not of the highest order. 
One does not get the supreme satisfaction of finding 
a writer of distinct individuality. However, all the 
stories are pleasant to read, and the negro dialect is 
very wonderful. ‘“ Elsket” is the strongest thing in 
the collection, although it depends upon the oldest 
and simplest of plots. 

Mrs. Henniker’s new story more than fulfils the 
promise of her first venture in the world of fiction. 
It is a delightful tale of English life, made none the 
less delightful by the distinct vein of poetry which 
runs through the whole narrative. No doubt the story 
in itself is simple enough. It is nothing more than 
the old story of a self-sacrificing love, but it is told 
witha pleasant freedom from conventionalism, and in 
a manner which enlists the sympathy of the reader 
from the very outset. The characters are fresh, 
healthy, and well described. The incidents are at 
once natural and ingenious, and the reflections which 
accompany the tale, if they do not pretend to any 
great profundity, are sound and sensible. The atmo- 
sphere of the book bespeaks, too, on the part of the 
author no common power of observation, as well as a 
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degree of literary skill which is worthy of the 
daughter of the late Lord Houghton. Mrs. Henniker 
will no doubt do yet more to justify her claim to a 
place of her own in the literary world, but in “ Bid 
Me Good-Bye” she has done enough to entitle her to 
the gratitude of those readers who can appreciate 
a delightful intermingling of humour and pathos, 
of keen observation, and a literary faculty of no 
mean order. 


THE MAGAZINES. 


In one of Johnson’s registers for 1782 occurs the 
following curious passage :—“ Jan. 20. The Ministry 
is dissolved. I prayed with Francis, and gave 
thanks.” The Liberals are waiting with what 
patience they can to give thanks in the autumn; 
and the Tories are hoping that the time for the 
Liberals to pray with Francis will not come till next 
year. Expectation is the note of the political 
matter in the monthlies; expectation of some deus 
ex machina on the part of the Tories, of a victory 
fought and won without any supernatural interven- 
tion on the part of the Liberals. By “A New 
Party” (New Review) the Tories shall be saved. 
Mr. Frederick Greenwood has the plan all ready: 
it is the old method of setting two joint-stools 
side by side and cajoling someone to sit between 
them. The Tories having atrociously failed in their 
attempts at vote-mongering, ought at once to make 
up their minds that the grapes are sour. In the 
meantime they must find a goat—the joint-stools are 
in abeyance—like the fox in the fable, on whose 
shoulders to climb when the grapes are ripe. This 
goat is to be a new party, “formed out of the very 
great number of Liberals and Conservatives who 
have lost all leadership and all effective representa- 
tion.” Disraeli found a goat of this pattern; and so 
Mr. Greenwood ranks himself among the prophets of 
things past, who certainly do not suppose that 
“ what hath been cannot be.” Doubtless 


‘“‘The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things; ” 


and—returning to the joint-stools—as there is 
nothing liker one joint-stool than another, nature 
may easily bring about a union of Mr. Greenwood’s 
unled and ineffective gentry—‘ as wooden members 
quite” as represented Ben Battle’s legs. Having 
brought the stools together, who’ shall be horsed 
upon them? Would heart of man conceive it? 
Lord Randolph Churchill!—had he been “ gifted 
with some steadiness, some consistency, what a 
chance would be before him now!” exclaims Mr. 
Greenwood. When Humpty Dumpty fell from the 
Treasury bench and failed to bring the Ministry 
after him, he fell never to rise again—not even to a 
precarious eminence between two joint-stools. 

Mr. St. Loe Strachey has discovered a means for 
asphyxiating the House of Lords (Contemporary). 
He points out that any Peer who succeeds to his 
peerage while he has a seat in the House of Commons 
may keep it by making no application for a writ of 
summons to the Lords. Thus we might have a 
slow but happy despatch of the Upper Chamber ; all 
the men of ability among the Lords remaining in 
the Lower Chamber, the upper one would die of 
inanition. Bishops we suppose don’t count, and the 
Lord Chancellor would look on and do nothing. But 
we mustask Mr. Strachey what could we do in that 
event, with effete legislators in the Commons? As 
the savage leaves his failing father to die in the 
desert, so we get rid of legislative encumbrances by 
sending them up to moulder about the woolsack. 
Spare us our House of Lords for a while yet. If we 
cannot reform it, it at least enables us to reform the 
Commons; a cupping-glass to drain off peccant 
humours—a charnel-house in which to bury dead 
reputations. 

The Warden of Merton College finds that Social- 
istic theories literally bristle with fallacies (National). 
Does the Warden not know that every theory is a 


fallacy—that truth can only be stated relatively ? 
Mr. Leonard Courtney will prove to him (Con- 
temporary) that saving and spending are one and 
the same thing; and “Stepniak” make him believe 
(New Review) that dynamite is not a bit more 
dangerous than chocolate. Signor Crispi is ready to 
hold against any man (New Review) that the Papacy 
can only retain power by renouncing it; and Mr. W. 
H. Mallock (Fortnightly) will show how the Spectator, 
the Review of Reviews, and “ Robert Elsmere” are 
all tarred with the same stick. If the Warden or 
the reader cares for the “ woman question” he will 
find Mrs. Mona Caird (Nineteenth Century) without 
any sympathy with, or understanding of, men, laying 
down the law on the relation of the sexes in a shrill 
reply to Mrs. Lynn Linton’s diatribes on the “ Wild 
Women,” and he may be amused by a dialogue 
(National) of Lady Violet Greville’s between a 
“wild woman” and one of her meeker sisters. 

The Nineteenth Century is especially good this 
month. Prince Kropotkin’s “Recent Science,’ Mr. 
Walter Armstrong's tardy tribute to the genius of 
Alfred Stevens, “one of the greatest decorative 
artists of the world,” and Mr. J. W. Wightman’s 
narrative of the Balaclava charge and of his im- 
prisonment after it, are sufficient specimens of the 
variety and interest of the number. 

“Madame du Chiatelet”’ is one of the interesting 
French studies for which Temple Bar is noted ; “Chris- 
topher Columbus” (Century), by Emilio Castelar,is an 
eloquent, perhaps too eloquent, article ; and the essay 
on William Hunnis (Newbery) recallsa forgotten Eliza- 
bethan poet. Folk-lorists will find in Longman’s 
an exhaustive study of “Posy Rings,” one of the 
most curious of poetic by-ways. “Paris Theatres 
and Concerts” (Scribner), by Mr. William F. Apthorp, 
is mainly interesting for the pen and pencil portraits 
of Sarcey and Lemaitre. Mr. William Archer (New 
Review), and Mr. John Hollingshead (Albemarle), 
protest against the power of the only autocrat in 
the Three Kingdoms, the Dramatic Censor, an official 
invented by Sir Robert Walpole to protect his own 
highly assailable personality. 

Entertaining reminiscences of Carlyle may be 
found in the New Review and the Fortnightly ; of 
Leigh Hunt, and Carlyle again, in the Cornhill ; of 
Freeman in the Fortnightly and Literary Opinion. 
In Macmillan’s Mrs. Ritchie continues her charming 
memories of her early home. There is the usual 
variety of attractive matter and illustration in the 
English Illustrated, Atalanta, and St. Nicholas. 

Even those who have not been reading Mr. 
Robert Louis Stevenson’s “ Wrecker” (Scribner), 
should read the description of Singleton Carthew 
at the beginning of this month's instalment. 
Singleton had “the stupid man’s intolerance of 
stupidity in others; the vain man’s exquisite alarm 
lest it should be detected in himself.” 


THE NEW METHODS OF SOCIAL REFORM. 


Socran Movements. By Robert Archey Woods. London: 
Swan Sonnenschein & Co. 


HomME news is sometimes best learnt abroad ; and we must gotothis 
account by a Professor of the well-known theological seminary 
of Andover, Massachusetts, for the best and most concise 
information yet published of the new “ Labour Movement,” 
and “Social Movement,” which are doing so much for the lower 
strata of our own society. Mr. Woods writes in an attractive 
style, and gives an excellent account, evidently based on in- 
formation gathered at first hand, of the new Unionism, of the 
various Socialist organisations, of the University Settlements 
and College Missions, of the University Extension Movement, 
and of temperance and other philanthropic enterprises in the 
great towns. He has a paragraph of commendation even for 
the curious boxing matches by which an East End clergyman 
keeps the boys of his district out of mischief; as also for Dr. Bar- 
nardo and Mr. Charrington, and for the agency which newer and 
wider methods are perhaps tending somewhat to obseure—the 
London City Mission. He is himself the head of a successful 
“University Settlement” in Boston, and his commendation of 
English efforts imply comparisons between the social condition 
of the great cities in England and in the United States, which, 
on the whole, are distinctly encouraging to ourselves, 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS.* 


Ar the outset of his brief “‘ History of Water-Colour Painting ” 
—the new volume of the art text-books edited by Mr. E. J. 
Poynter, R.A.—Mr. Redgrave endorses the familiar view, that 
it is the most truly English of our national attainments in the 
fine arts. It is not easy to trace, step by step, the stages by 
which the tinted sketch of the topographer became at length the 
highly finished work of the water-colour painter ; and yet there 
ean be no doubt that the art grew from such humble beginnings. 
In these pages biography and criticism are gracefully blended, 
and the rise and progress of water-colour painting in this 
country is clearly traced. Mr. Redgrave lays stress on the 
changes which have taken place from time to time in the 
methods of working, and it is possible to gather from his richly 
illustrated pages an adequate idea of the progress of the art, 
both before and since the reconstruction of the Water-Colour 
Society. The book contains reproductions from the drawings 
of eminent painters, selected from the national collections at 
South Kensington and the British Museum. Although the 
book is primarily intended for students, it is written with 
sufficient animation and simplicity to make its passing criti- 
cisms and personal allusions acceptable to the general reader. 
At the same time, the arrangement of the work is not all that 
could be desired, and the reproductions of famous drawings are 
not uniformly satisfactory. 


There is justice in the remark, that it is the cheapest form of 
cynicism to discredit a whole sex; and Mr, Malcolm Salaman, in 
“ Woman—through a Man’s Eyeglass,” has'not attempted the 
ungracious task. He declares that it has been a fashion in all 
ages to disparage women, to call them false and fickle, to say 
that their business is to delude, and that they are vain, shallow, 
and cruel ; and yet he holds that the great writers who have 
conquered the heart of mankind have never stultified nor 
debased their genius by defaming the fair sex, but, on the 
contrary, have created for us immortal types of pure and lovely 
womanhood. After all this, and much more in the same strain, 
in praise of the “divine gentleness and sympathy ” and “ essen- 
tial spirituality” of woman in the abstract, it is amusing to 
find the author of this glowing ‘‘ preamble” confessing that 
“bachelorhood has become almost chronic with me.” Then he 
lifts the curtain and introduces us to a dangerous little widow, 
a modern lady-novelist, in whose personality strength and 
weakness are oddly blended, and a disappointed spinster who 
has seen the last in her life even of the “Indian summer of 
love-longings and marriage hopes,” and who has come to laugh 
at sentiment, and to regard emotion as a species of hysteria. 
Afterwards the “ awfully jolly ” girl bounces upon the scene, a 
young lady with a will of her own, boisterous manners, who 
flirts for the mere fun of the thing, and paddles her own canoe, 
both literally and figuratively. Nuns, inconjugal wives, and 
other special types of the Eternal Feminine, emancipated and 
enslaved, are calmly viewed “through a man’s eyeglass ” until 
the interesting procession disappears from view with that 
peculiar product of the times, the fair barbarian Known to fame 
as the fin-de-sitcle woman, who dabbles with the mysteries 
of esoteric Buddhism, and dotes on Ibsen and Schopenhauer. 
If there is a slight dash of cynicism in the book, there is also 
a good deal of genial humour and shrewd observation ; kindly 
sentiment, a touch of pathos, and abundant common-sense make 
up the rest. 


A man who has been “ Twelve Times Round the World” 
—_ to possess no lack of material for a good book of travel; 
and yet, after all his wanderings, this modern Ulysses contrives 
to be dull. Mr. Sayce takes the reader into his confidence in a 
somewhat droll manner, and occasionally he regales him with a 
good story or bright reminiscence, but the general effect of the 
narrative is not exhilarating, the style is both colloquial and 
abrupt, and the record is altogether too meagre and trivial to 
eall for further remark, though the author’s goodness of heart is 
much less open to question than his skill as a maker of books. 


We are glad to chronicle the appearance of a popular 
edition of “‘ The Tongue of Fire,” by the Rev. William Arthur. 
The book was first published considerably more than thirty years 


* A History oF WaTER-CoLourR PAINTING IN By Gilbert R. 
Redgrave. (Illustrated Hand-books of Art.) London: Sampson 
Low, Marston & Co. Crown 8vo. (5s.) 


Woman TuroveH a Man’s Eyecrass. By Malcolm C. Salaman, 
= — by Dudley Hardy. London: William Heinemann, 
rown 8vo, 


Twetve Trves Rounp tHE Wortp. By A Globe Trotter ”’ 
Cross Sayce). Illustrated. London: Simpkin, 
ilton, & Co. Crown 8vo. (3s. 6d.) 


Tue or Fire: or, THE True Power or Curistianity. By 
Willi Arthur. People’s Edition. London: Bemrose & Sons. 
Crown 8vo. (ls. 6d.) 


Awnvuat Report For 1891 or THE Royat Humane Socrety. London: 
4, Trafalgar Square, Charing Cross. Demy 8vo. (ls.) 

AUSTRALIAN Essays. By Francis W. L. Adams. Melbourne: William 
Inglis, London: Griffith, Farran & Co. Crown 8vo. (ls.) 

RovunpD THE Empire. By George R. Parkin, M.A.; with Preface by the 
Earl of Rosebery, K.T. Illustrated. London, Paris and Melbourne: 
Cassell & Co. Crown 8vo. | (ls. 6d.) 


ago, and by virtue of its blended force and fervour, it arrested 
public attention, and made a deep impression in thoughtful and 
devout circles. It may be described as an appeal to the 
Christian Church, and it is concerned with the secret of power 
in spiritual men and religious communities. We have little 
doubt that such a volume—especially at the present time, when 
a forward movement of the right kind seems already to have 
begun in the midst of the churches—will meet with renewed 
attention. 


The Royal Humane Society—whose “ Annual Report for 
1891,” a bulky pamphlet of a hundred and sixty pages, lies before 
us—was instituted as far back as the year 1774, and ever since 
then it has been quietly pursuing its noble and beneficent work. 
It is interesting to learn that more persons were rewarded by 
the Royal Humane Society during the last twelve months than 
in any previous year; in fact, the bravery and presence of mind 
of no less than six hundred and seventy-seven people were recog- 
nised in this public way within that period. The Stanhope Gold 
Medal—the highest honour, we need scarcely say, at the disposal 
of the society—was awarded to Mr. W. B. Huddleston, an officer 
of marines, who jumped off the deck of his ship in the Bay of 
Bengal to rescue a gunner who had fallen overboard. The man 
whose life was in jeopardy could not swim, and some enormous 
sharks were in close proximity to the vessel when Mr. Huddleston 
sprang to his rescue. Fourteen silver and a hundred and sixty- 
seven bronze medals were also awarded, aud in the list of the 
recipients the navy and coastguard, the army and the police 
honourably figure. It is an erroneous opinion that persons 
rescued from the water in an insensible condition are beyond re- 
covery because signs of life do not manifest themselves quickly 
after skilled treatment. It is stated in these pages that cases 
have come under the notice of the Humane Society of restoration 
after five hours’ perseverance in vigorous remedial measures. 


Mr. Francis Adams is a candid and well-informed critic of 
men and movements under the Southern Cross, and this cir- 
cumstance gives an appreciable degree of piquancy to his 
“ Australian Essays.” We gather from the book itself that he 
is an Englishman by birth, a journalist by profession, and an 
Australian by chvice. The book opens with a survey of Mel- 
bourne, and it is made from an independent standpoint. There 
is something of London about that city, we are assured, some- 
thing of Paris, something of New York, and, of course, some- 
thing which is racy of the soil. Mr. Adams hits off with genial 
humour the social characteristics of Melbourne, and, for the 
matter of that, of Sydney as well, a place which seems to be the 
chosen home of exiled British Philistines. There is an essay on 
culture in the book, and it goes to prove that in Australia there 
is next to nothing of the best, and more than enough of the 
worst, forms of it. The poetry of Adam Lindsay Gordon is passed 
under review, and Mr. Adams has something sensible to say on 
the subject, though he admits that the poor stock-rider’s career, 
and, in a large measure, his work too, was a failure. Although 
rather carelessly written at times, and by no means of equal 
merit, these essays go below the surface of Australian life, and 
are not lacking either in force or suggestiveness. 


Uniform with their admirable “ Citizen Reader,” Messrs. 
Cassell & Company have just brought out, for the use of schools, 
“Round the Empire,” an accurate, clear, and picturesque 
account of the widely scattered dominions of the Queen. r. 
Parkin takes his young readers on a tour round the world, and 
duly seeks to impress them not merely with the magnitude of an 
Empire which covers almost one-fifth of the land-surface of the 
globe, but also with the opportunities, resources, and responsi- 
bilities of the English race. At the same time care is taken not 
to minister to national conceit, and the book is not of the kind 
which is apt to manufacture juvenile prigs, though naturally 
such a survey appeals to honest pride and enlightened patriotism. 
The interest of the manual is enhanced by a good coloured map, 
many capital illustrations, and, by way of introduction, a few 
sensible and indeed suggestive words from Lord Rosebery. 
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SATURDAY, MAY 14, 1892. 


PUBLIC AFFAIRS. 


THE result of the North Hackney election on 
Wednesday was no doubt a disappointment to 
sanguine Liberals. It is true that, as compared with 
1886, there is a reduction of the Tory majority 
which, if achieved elsewhere in London, would mean 
victory at the General Election. Still, we hoped 
for much more. But the explanation is not far 
to seek. The workmen who form a large element in 
the population of these semi-suburban constituencies, 
leaving, as they must, long before the polling-booths 
open in the morning and often not returning till 
late at night, cannot poll on any day but Saturday 
except at an appreciable sacrifice of time or money, 
or both. Misled by the promises of the Tory 
Democrat who is now their member, and by the 
consequent likeness of the programmes of both 
parties, they sank back into the political indif- 
ferentism of the populations of most great cities, and 
stayed away from the poll in considerable numbers. 
The total vote, though the heaviest in the brief 
history of the constituency, was not quite 8,000 out 
of a possible 10,500, and the villa districts, where lies 
the strength of the Primrose League, were worked 
thoroughly by Tory canvassers, mindful of the 
abstentions at the County Council election. How- 
ever, it is some consolation to reflect that political 
activity in the end always turns to the advantage of 
the Liberal cause. In this case it is only incipient. 
Mr. BousFIELD'’s programme indeed is filled with 
promises which the party have not the inclination 
to perform, and could not perform with our present 
legislative machinery if they would. Butit will take 
some little time for his supporters of Wednesday, as 
well as the indifferentists, to find that out. 


Ir is significant that Lorp SALIsBuRyY’s friends 
are trying to whittle down the Covent Garden 
speech. They say it was not an incitement to civil 
war, but only a warning of what must follow Home 
Rule. When a Minister tells a turbulent faction 
that by every memory of social and religious hatred 
they are kound to resist by force the constitution of 
an Irish Parliament, he does not stimulate them to 
rebel; he only warns us that they will. This quibble 
deceives nobody, and those who have invented it 
carefully ignore LoRD SALISBURY’s express pledge 
to the Orangemen that the Irish Executive shall not 
employ the forces of the Crown to coerce them. In 
this respect Lorp SALISBURY merely represents the 
infinite possibilities of Tory factiousness. Public 
opinion will no more sustain COLONEL SAUNDERSON 
in a defiance of every constitutional authority than 
it sustained the Orange ruffians who organised the 
Belfast riots. 


WHILE LorpD SALISBURY “outroars the horned 
herd,” the Ulster Unionist members seem to have 
some appreciation of their real position. They are 
said to rely first on the constituencies. If that hope 
fails them, they have their “passive resistance.” 
They will send no representatives to the Dublin 
Parliament, and they will pay no taxes, but they 
will not commit themselves to the responsibility of 
resisting the Imperial forces. If they think that the 
spectacle of a number of Orangemen going to gaol 
rather than comply with the legitimate demands of 
a Parliament in which they refuse to sit, will excite 


the compassion of the British elector, they must be 
the most credulous creatures on the face of the earth. 
No sensible politician believes that a portion of 
Ulster will remain outside the legislative assembly 
which is charged with the duty of making laws for 
the whole island. That idea is even more absurd 
than the rhetoric in Covent Garden, which is about 
as valuable to a sound political judgment as the 
refuse in the DUKE OF BEDFORD’S market. 


THE Fabian Society has been cruelly hoaxed. The 
ghost of RIcHARD PIGOTT seems to have revisited the 
glimpses of the moon for the purpose of forging Mr. 
GLADSTONE’S signature to a postcard, on which he 
was made to answer with the briefest negative three 
of those momentous questions with which the Fabians 
are in the habit of button-holing the universe. The 
slightest cireumspection would have saved them from 
a clumsy fraud, but they fell headlong into the trap, 
and Mr. GLADSTONE was denounced as an unmasked 
Tory and the enemy of the democracy. This disas- 
trous haste is somewhat inconsistent with the masterly 
caution which should distinguish the Fabian Society; 
but it is only one more paradox revelling on its native 
heath. 


LorpD DERBy’s address to the Convocation of the 
University of London is perhaps rather too favour- 
able to the examinations of that body, and certainly 
is unduly severe on teachers who examine their own 
students. The practical teacher knows what to 
expect, and is quite as likely to be provoked to 
severity by its absence as to leniency. The outside 
examiner, especially if he be a man of the distinction 
which a great public body naturally expects, is often 
impatient of drudgery, and usually quite incapable of 
realising the mental level of a pass candidate. Hence 
often arise eccentric questions, disgusted severity 
or despairing leniency, and capricious fluctuation 
of standards of merit. Moreover, the requirements 
of the London University, framed, as they apparently 
are, in a great degree by theorists, are somewhat too 
comprehensive for the purposes of real education. 
Here the crammer notoriously finds his opportunity. 
But there is ample reason for an Examining Body 
like the present University beside the new teaching 
University of London. As Sir JoHN LUBBOCK 
pointed out, it is in the approval of qualified science 
teachers that the most profitable sphere of the 
University work lies. But here again the mere fact 
that the science teacher has a degree is no guarantee 
of his teaching power. 


In spite of the outery against the methods of 
Mrs. MontTAGu, there are still people who contest 
the propriety of interference with that domestic 
life of domestic tyrants which JoHN StuaRT MILL 
pronounced to be specially in need of State super- 
vision. To these we would commend the proceed- 
ings at the Annual Meeting of the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Children, held at the 
Mansion House on Wednesday last. In the eight 
years of its existence it has directly mitigated the 
sufferings of nearly 45,000 children. Last year the 
number of cases dealt with was upwards of 19,000. 
It is on the best of terms with the police authorities, 
and that it does not act without groundisshown by the 
fact that it is only in some 6} per cent. of its prosecu- 
tions that it fails to secure convictions. But the cases 
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for which a warning is sufficient are more than four 
times the number of those dealt with by prosecu- 
tion. Moreover, it is collecting statistics as to child 
insurance which certainly support Mr. H. H. 
Fow.Ler’s suggestion at the meeting, that the 
amount for which an insurance may be effected 
should be limited to the necessary funeral expenses. 
But it is prevented from working throughout Eng- 
land by lack of funds. Weshould like to know more 
about the gross offenders who exhibit fervent piety 
and enjoy a good social position. Mrs. MONTAGU we 
know, and we remember the clerical disciplinarian 
who whipped his baby for fractiousness while teeth- 
ing; but who is the “legal aspirant to political 
honours,” who was concerned in one of the worst 
cases? Was he prosecuted ? Publicity would be 
desirable here in the interest of possible constit- 
uents. 

Ir is perhaps too much to expect that a Tory 
Prime Minister and Foreign Secretary, who has 
given no special attention to labour problems, 
should be acquainted with the present position of 
the discussion on the Eight Hours question. Lorp 
SALISBURY evidently still thinks that wages are part 
of the cost of production, and has not grasped the 
evidence that indicates—but as yet does no more than 
indicate—that the substitution of an eight hours day 
for one of ten hours would probably involve no 
decrease of production or increase of its cost. In- 
dustry in many trades would be “ speeded up”’—so, at 
least, the economists prophesy—double shifts of men 
would very likely be put on, and there would be no 
slack moments permitted. No wonder the delegates 
shook their heads at LoRD SALISBURY’S statement 
on Wednesday that their plan would certainly 
involve increase of cost and decrease of production. 
Mr. Ba.trour knew better; but he pointed out, 
with more justice, that legislation was nearly as 
cumbrous an instrument as a series of strikes; and 
that a change of the kind, in some cases at any rate, 
might drive the less favourably situated industries 
abroad, or alter the prosperity of certain districts in 
a way not contemplated by the delegates. The 
matter certainly wants more discussion, if only to 
raise the questions involved in the application of the 
principle of Trade Option—especially to men who are 
not organised in unions, and do not work under the 
factory system. Meanwhile, the delegates may be 
left to take that comfort in the sympathetic utter- 
ances of Ministers which the Unionist press has, 
not very successfully, tried to extract for their 
benefit. 


THE conception of Trade Option now current, 
and upheld by Mr. SHipTon after the replies to the 
deputation on Wednesday, raises these difficulties in 
a much more acute form than did the original 
scheme put forward by the Fabian Society. They 
proposed that the Act shall be applicable only where 
its application is demanded by the majority of the 
workers in a trade. Mr. Suipton, following last 
year’s Trades Congress at Newcastle, proposes that 
the Act shall be applicable universally, save 
where the organised majority of workers in a trade 
shall demand that the trade be exempted. Thus 
no trade will be able to escape from the Act, unless 
it has a Union. Then, how is the Act to be applied 
to trades which, like that of a watchmaker or a 
jobbing gardener, are essentially individualistic? 
Again, are the votes of the engineers’ labourers and 
the drivers of trams in coal mines to count for as 
much as those of the engineers and the colliers? 
Yet it is the unskilled labourer who needs protec- 
tion most, and who now works longer hours than 
his skilled companion. 


THE very “fishy” deputations in which Mr. 
CHAMBERLAIN delights to pose, along with aspiring 
Unionists like Provost MACKIE and SIR CAMERON 
GULL, as champion of the neglected Highland crofters 


and fishermen will, we suppose, continue so long as 
they can secure prominent columns in the Times and 
Scotsman, though they havelong been subjectsof mirth 
in the North. Mr.CHAMBERLAIN, indeed, is never weary 
of befriending the friendless, and he was less than 
ever troubled with scruples of modesty on Wednesday 
last. But it is absolutely untrue that the Scotch Glad- 
stonian members have neglected this question till 
“just before a general election.” And the attempt 
first to corrupt the crofter by specious programmes 
and then to play him off against the poor peasant 
of the west coast of Ireland is surely a very 
unworthy game. Even Mr. CHAMBERLAIN ought to 
know that the two cases, especially as regards the 
fishing industry, are far from being identical. He 
knows perfectly well, at any rate, that even if vain 
promises of new telegraphs and railways and harbours 
should be more successful in the one case than they 
have been in the other, all the votes of all the 
Highlands and Islands will not avail to alter 
the industrial and administrative factors —and 
they are the decisive ones—of the problem. 


THE rates of interest and discount in the open 
market are rather lower again this week. The rate 
of discount is barely { per cent., and probably will 
be still lower by-and-by; while the rate of interest 
for short loans is barely } per cent., and money at 
times has been lent for the day at even } per cent. 
Bankers, finding it difficult to employ the funds at 
their disposal, naturally are unwilling to take fresh 
deposits; and as gold continues to arrive from 
abroad in large amounts, the prospect now is that 
the Money Market will continue extremely easy 
throughout the summer. The Continental Money 
Markets are equally easy. There is no demand 
now for gold for the Continent; and as it seems 
probable that the Austro-Hungarian resump- 
tion will have to be postponed, it is not likely 
that a demand will soon spring up. Even in the 
United States money is as abundant and cheap 
as it is here. Bankers complain of the difficulty 
of employing their funds, and the rate on 
deposit is little better than in London. The silver 
market has been quiet throughout the week, but it 
looks almost as if the decision of the Government to 
send a representative to the proposed Bimetallic 
Conference was already encouraging speculation, for 
the price of silver, after falling to 391d. per oz., 
rose on Thursday to 39 }3d. per oz. This was almost 
sure to happen, and it is an additional reason why 
the Government should not have encouraged the 
conference. 


For a long time there has not been such large 
investment buying as this week and last week. 
Consols are higher now than they have been since 
the May before the Baring crisis. Two-and-a-half 
per Cents., Local Loans Stock, Egyptian Guaranteed 
Stock, Indian Sterling and Colonial Stocks, Deben- 
ture, Guaranteed and Preference Railway Stocks, 
and all other similar high-class securities, have risen 
decidedly; in some cases the rise has been 2 or 3 
per cent. in a fortnight. Home railway ordinary 
stocks have also been bought in large quantities, 
and there is a good demand for sound American 
railroad bonds, as well as for the debenture stocks 
of South American companies. Even speculation 
has been somewhat more active. For two or three 
days this week there was a good deal of speculative 
business done in Argentine bonds and Cedulas, and 
it looked as if speculation had begun in the Ameri- 
can department. Naturally, the buying of first-class 
securities leads to the slighting of investments, for 
those who sell have to put their money into some 
other security, and so activity is transmitted from 
one department to another. As yet, however, 
speculators have not shown themselves too bold. 
Perhaps they have carried prices unduly high in the 
Argentine department, but in other markets they 
have not yet over-committed themselves. 
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THE LAST DITCH. 


UCH has been said in the newspapers about the 
speech delivered by Lord Salisbury yesterday 
week to the members of the Primrose League, and 
nowhere has any condemnation been pronounced 
upon that scandalous utterance which is too strong. 
But, after all, Lord Salisbury’s critics may console 
themselves by the reflection that he could not 
possibly have made any speech more certain to affect 
himself and his party injuriously than that of 
esterday week. The violence of the language which 
e used, the extravagance of his sentiments, the 
recklessness of his incitements to sedition and dis- 
order, must all tend to convince sensible persons, 
even among the Conservatives, that the fortunes of 
the country can hardly be in more dangerous hands 
than his. Lord Halsbury, we observe, hinted as 
much at the St. Stephen’s Club on Tuesday. Even 
more cheering, so far as the Liberal party is con- 
cerned, is the fact that this speech shows that the 
advocates of Coercion have now fallen back upon 
their last ditch. Every other line of defence 
which they have occupied has been successfully 
carried by their assailants, and now, when the 
final struggle is at hand, they have entrenched 
themselves behind the Ulstermen, and have 
sought to raise in their defence the rotten bul- 
wark of religious intolerance. Everybody who has 
watched the progress of the prolonged Home Rule 
controversy has known that sooner or later this 
would come to pass, and that, when every other 
objection to Home Rule had been removed, the 
upholders of the present system would make a 
desperate attempt to rally on their side the fanatics 
of Ulster and their allies in Great Britain. We 
regard Lord Salisbury’s speech, therefore, as furnish- 
ing fresh proof of the fact that the dissolution is at 
hand. When it comes the Tory party, it is clear, 
will go to the country with the old cry of Protestant 
ascendency, in the hope of being thereby able to 
secure a majority on behalf of the policy of Coercion 
in Ireland. 

But though the speech may well be regarded by 
Liberals as a cheering feature of thé situation, it is 
impossible for anyone who regards either the 
decencies of public life or the dignity of our states- 
men to feel anything but the most profound regret 
that it should have been delivered. We have said 
that no censures passed upon Lord Salisbury for this 
utterance have been a bit too severe; on the whole 
we are inclined to think that none have been 
severe enough. From beginning to end the speech 
was a tissue of wild and almost hysterical 
misrepresentations, mingled with appeals to the 
worst passions of those whom the speaker was 
seeking to move. Its direct incitement to rebellion 
in Ulster is, we believe, without precedent in English 
history. Certainly no Prime Minister of modern 
times has ever ventured so far to transgress the 
limits of the Constitution and of legality as Lord 
Salisbury did last week. There is no need to say 
that if language of the same character had been 
used twelve months ago by any Irish member sitting 
on the Home Rule benches, that member would at 
this moment have been in prison undergoing the 
treatment of a common criminal. But though this 
threat of civil war in Ulster is the passage in Lord 
Salisbury’s speech which has attracted most atten- 
tion, we do not look upon it as the worst of his 
utterances. It was his description of what would 
happen if the Home Rule Bill were passed that 
seems to us to have reached the high-water mark of 
outrageous misrepresentation. ‘“ Remember,” said 
the Prime Minister, when oe of what would 
happen when the Irish people succeeded in recover- 


ing their lost right of self-government, “ remember 
that everything which the Ulstermen hold dear will 
be in the hands of Dr. Walsh and his political friends 
—everything. All the wealth which they produce, 
all their commerce, all their flourishing agriculture, 
all the circumstances which distinguish them from the 
rest of Ireland, will be at the mercy of the majority, 
over whom no check will exist. Is not that a terrible 
fate to which to condemn any men? .. . How 
would you in this city of Westminster, how would 
you like it, if you could imagine such a thing, if you 
were placed under the control of men who for several 
generations past had been the bitterest opponents of 
your forefathers, of men who were separated from 
you by every consideration of race, creed, and history ; 
if their power over you were complete, and if every 
officer, every judge, every policeman, every agent 
through whom you touch the Government of the 
country, were in their hands? Would you not 
account it a wrong if you were taken from a condition 
of safety and placed entirely at the mercy of their 
discretion?”’ We put it to any honest Unionist 
whether he does not consider this description of the 
results of Home Rule as being in its essence most 
flagrantly and deliberately false. No human being, 
whether a British Liberal or an Irish Home Ruler, 
has in the course of the struggle for Home Rule 
uttered a single sentence which can justify these 
ravings by the chief of the present Government. 
What does Lord Salisbury imply by the passage we 
have quoted? One would suppose that it was his 
intention to lead the Primrose League to believe 
that Mr. Gladstone proposed to place the lives, the 
liberties, and the property of the minority of the 
people of Ulster at the mercy of a bitterly hostile 
and wholly unscrupulous majority. In other words, 
the Prime Minister ascribes to Mr. Gladstone the 
intention of destroying all law, all sense of right, all 
liberty, and all justice in Ireland. A more monstrous 
libel was never uttered, and the one excuse which 
can be found on behalf of the man who has dared to 
promulgate it is that he lives so habitually in a 
balloon, out of contact with the world and with 
those who take the lead in political life, that he has 
really no knowledge of what the actual situation is 
or of the facts of the Irish case. 

If Lord Salisbury really supposes that by 
calumnies of this description he is going to win 
a majority at the next election, he must be infinitely 
more foolish than anybody has yet believed him to 
be. It is needless to refute those calumnies. Even 
the ladies of the Primrose League must have known 
that the Prime Minister was talking nonsense when 
he was thus lashing himself into a state of fury over 
the hallucinations of his own disordered imagination. 
But what is made clear by this speech is that, however 
much Mr. Balfour and the Tory leaders in the House of 
Commons may seek to disguise the fact, the leader of 
their party still believes the vast majority of the people 
of Ireland to be no better than savages, the Hotten- 
tots at whom he jeered a few years ago. He still 
imagines that the one way of ruling them is with 
the whip and the branding-iron; he still believes 
that to give them those rights of citizenship which 
Englishmen have so long enjoyed will be to let loose 
a horde of wild beasts upon the people of Ulster. 
Deeply as we regret, for the sake of the public life 
of our country, the language used by the Prime 
Minister, we cannot but feel that he has rendered a 
real service to his opponents by thus unmasking 
himself on the eve of the battle. His rabid hatred 
of freedom and Constitutional government in Ireland, 
his real or simulated terror at the thought of the 
destruction of the ascendency of the minority in that 
country, prove that for him at least there is no 
middle way in dealing with Irish affairs. And thus 
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in the coming election he will appeal to the people 
of Great Britain to assist him in imposing upon the 
people of Ireland a yoke of slavery, and he will do 
so upon grounds which every sane man in his own 
party must know to be wholly fallacious. The 
persons who have the most right to complain of his 
intemperate and unconstitutional speech last week 
are the unfortunate inhabitants of Ulster, whom he 
has not only striven to goad into rebellion, but whom 
he is, we believe, traducing before the people of the 
United Kingdom. 


MARKING TIME. 


HE address to the Government from Conservative 
Members of Parliament in favour of a speedy 
Dissolution is a significant symptom of a feeling 
which widely prevails. The rank and file of the 
Tories have had to put up with a good deal. They 
were not in love with the reform of Local Govern- 
ment; Land Purchase had no charms for them; and 
Free Education they loathed. But when it comes to 
the prospect of sitting at Westminster all the 
summer and perambulating their constituencies all 
the autumn in order that Mr. Ashmead-Bartlett may 
have one more grab at John Bull’s pocket, and that 
Mr. George Curzon may stand at the table in 
attitudes suggestive of his inferior namesake, Mr. 
George Canning, they draw the line. There are 
worse fates than being at the bottom of the poll, 
and that is one of them. Sir William Harcourt’s 
admirable speech at Bristol shows that he, at any 
rate, is in capital fighting trim. The Times finds it 
dull. “Candide” appeared dull to the author of 
the Ecclesiastical Sonnets. The Times ought 
to be a good judge of dulness. But perhaps the 
writer was too full of his subject. Of course, Sir 
William Harcourt made the most of Lord Salisbury’s 
suggestive and rather cowardly incitements to re- 
bellion, with which we have already dealt. If the 
report of a news agency may be trusted, the Prime 
Minister’s appeal to brute force has proved rather 
too much for the digestion of the Lord Chancellor, 
who ventured to utter at the St. Stephen’s Club a 
hope that Ulster would recognise the authority of 
Parliament. Lord Salisbury, according to the same 
version of what occurred, was down upon Lord Hals- 
bury at once. The First Minister of the Crown 
stigmatised the scruples expressed by the Keeper of 
the Queen’s Conscience as the quiddities of a mere 
lawyer, and intimated that the threat of rebellion 
was his trump card. Emboldened by his chief’s 
example, Colonel Saunderson, to follow the narra- 
tive a step further, declared that if a Parliament 
House were erected in Dublin, the Ulstermen, unless 
previously apprehended by the police, would pull it 
down. Colonel Saunderson is a man of wit and 
humour. He sees the absurdity of Mr. Johnston’s 
and Dr. Kane’s “ bullying clack” as clearly as any- 
one. But he is a politician, and he plays the game. 
When all is over, and Home Rule has been peacefully 
— to Ireland, no one will emerge from the last 
itch with greater alacrity than the gallant Colonel. 
No one will more cheerfully exchange his rifle for his 
Joe Miller. Colonel Saunderson and his Irish friends 
have taken it into their heads that intimidation is 
the best means of dealing with such contemptible 
creatures as Englishmen and Scotchmen. They will 
find themselves mistaken. They have probably been 
misled by Mr. Arnold-Forster and Mr. T. W. 
Russell, neither of whom is exactly typical of the 
nationality to which he belongs. 
Sir William Harcourt dealt in a masterly fashion 
with the loose and irrelevant talk about a referendum 
in which Lord Salisbury chooses to indulge. It is 


time that this nonsense was knocked on the head, 
once for all. The introduction of the referendum 
into this country would entirely destroy the whole 
system of representative government, and substitute 
for ita pure democracy, under which Members of 
Parliament would be not so much delegates as 
dummies. It would be as much more radical a 
change than Home Rule as Home Rule is more 
radical than a Tramway Bill. It has about as 
much chance of being adopted as Lord Salisbury, 
who evidently thinks himself well qualified for 
the Vatican, has of becoming Pope. But pre- 
posterous as this extreme Jacobinism is in the 
mouth of a Minister who proclaims himself a 
Tory, Lord Salisbury’s treatment of it makes it 
more preposterous still. For in what circumstances, 
if he has his way, will the referendum—a thing as 
outlandish as its name—be used, and how will it be 
applied? It will be employed at the pleasure of the 
House of Lords, and by means of a General Election. 
For reasons already given, we regard the referendum 
—which cannot be described in good English, or 
even, to all appearance, in good Latin—as wholly 
unsuitable to this country. If, however, there has 
at any time been reason for adopting it, the present 
Parliament afforded ample opportunities. The 
Tories came in on a policy of No Land Purchase 
and No Coercion. So far as they said any- 
thing about Free Education they condemned it. 
Yet, without giving the constituencies any oppor- 
tunity of expressing an opinion, they introduced and 
carried a Coercion Act, a Free Education Act, and a 
Land Purchase Act. Recent experience has shown 
that when a Tory Government is in office the House 
of Lords practically ceases to exist. Withthe return 
of a Liberal Administration to power its mischievous 
activity revives. Lord Salisbury’s argument about the 
confusion of issues at a General Election is even more 
absurd than Sir William Harcourt supposes. If 
it proves anything, it proves that the will of the 
people has never been declared on any question 
at all. In 1885, Coercion, Foreign Policy, Local 
Government, and Mr. Chamberlain’s “ unauthorised 
programme” were before the country at once. In 
1886, Land Purchase was quite as much to the fore 
as Home Rule. In i880 there were the reforms 
promised by Mr. Gladstone as well as the adventures 
achieved by Lord Beaconsfield. Even in 1868 the 
ballot and compulsory education had places in 
men’s minds beside the disestablishment of the 
Irish Church and the recognition of tenant-right 
throughout Ireland. It is impossible to satisfy the 
imaginary conditions imposed by Lord Salisbury. 
Fortunately there is no need to make the at- 
tempt. The representatives of the people are not 
mere delegates. But duty constrains the fulfil- 
ment of their pledges to their constituents, and 
that duty the House of Lords will not prevent 
them from discharging. 


MR. GOSCHEN’S LATEST BLUNDER. 


Government is preparing for itself serious 
trouble in encouraging the bimetallist agitation. 
Lord Salisbury’s reckless want of judgment is so 
notorious that we have ceased to wonder at any 
folly he commits. For the sake of a supposed party 
advantage he is ready even to encourage civil war; 
and Mr. Balfour, like an obedient nephew, is prepared 
to follow in his uncle’s footsteps. But on a grave 
financial question we had a right to expect that 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer at least would 
save the Government from a bad scrape. Yet 
Mr. Goschen has done perhaps more than any 
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other member of the Cabinet to encourage the bi- 
metallists. Even in his address to the London 
Chamber of Commerce a few months ago he went 
out of his way to state that he would be glad 
to do what he could to raise the value of silver, and 
he added that, if other Governments would open their 
mints to the free coinage of silver, the Government 
to which he belongs would engage that the Bank of 
England would keep a portion of its reserve in the 
same metal. All this is only a sample of the 
way in which from time to time the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer has egged on the bimetallists. 
Furthermore, he has clearly given encouragement 
to President Harrison to call together an Inter- 
national Bimetallic Conference. The very phrase 
used in the American announcement that a 
Conference would probably meet, namely, to take 
measures for securing an extended use of silver, 
suggests the hand of Mr. Goschen. An extended 
use of silver is the way he likes to put the matter so 
as to avoid committing himself plainly either for or 
against bimetallism. From this very phrase alone 
we should be justified in inferring that Mr. 
Goschen was not merely consulted, but that he sug- 
gested a form of words which would admit of our 
own Government being represented at the Conference. 
And to cap the blunder, he announced to the bi- 
metallic deputation on Wednesday that the Govern- 
ment had accepted President Harrison’s invitation 
to send a representative to a Conference to consider 
what measures, if any, can be taken to increase 
the use of silver in the monetary systems of both 
countries. Mr. Goschen must know that nothing 
can be done in this country, and it is not straight- 
forward to lead the United States Government 
to suppose that anything is intended to be done. 
Lastly, Mr. Goschen has from time to time ex- 
pressed regret that the monometallists have not 
thought it worth their while to discuss the question 
more fully by meeting the arguments of the bi- 
metallists. For a Minister of the Crown occupying 
such a position as that of Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer hardly anything could be more foolish or 
more mischievous. It is certain that bimetallism 
will not be adopted by this country; and the more 
hope the Chancellor of the Exchequer and his col- 
leagues hold out to the bimetallists, the greater will 
be their disappointment by-and-by, and the more 
probable is it that they will turn upon the Government. 
Besides, if our Government induces other Govern- 
ments, and more particularly that of the United 
States, to go into a Conference, and it is found that 
our Government will not do what the other 
States represented expected from it, they will, 
not altogether unnaturally, feel that they have 
been played with, and perhaps even imposed 
upon. 

Without going into the abstract scientific reasons 
why bimetallism is impracticable, it is enough to say 
that it is impossible to fix the relative values of any 
two metals, for nobody can foresee what the pro- 
duction of those metals may be. But, so far as our 
own Government is concerned, it would be simply 
suicidal to do what the bimetallists are agitating for. 
This country for several generations has been hed: 
ing immense sums to every other country on the 
face of the earth on the express condition that it 
should be repaid principal and interest in gold. But 
the bimetallists are urging the Government to change 
our existing monetary system and to make silver 
equally with gold legal tender for all debts, public 
and private. If they had their way, all our foreign 
debtors all over the world would be legally entitled 
to pay us principal and interest in silver, not in 
gold as is stipulated in the contracts. Were there 
the slightest danger that {such a thing would 


take place, it is perfectly obvious that there 
would be an outery from every investor in the 
country such as would hurl from power in a week 
the strongest Ministry that has ever existed. Lack- 
ing in judgment as the Prime Minister is, and fond 
as is the Chancellor of the Exchequer of fishing for 
popularity by making himself all things to all men, 
it is incredible that they can be foolish enough to 
seriously think of acceding in any way to the bi- 
metallists’ demand. But if they have no intention of 
acceding, then the raising of false hopes, and the bring- 
ing together ofa great International Conference which 
is doomed to disappointment beforehand, is a grave 
political blunder, if not something worse. Probably 
Ministers think that their game will not be exposed 
soon enough to injure them. The invitations to the 
International Conference have been only just sent 
out. It must be some months, therefore, before 
the Conference can get through the business 
that will be set before it. But until the Con- 
ference has met, and the hopeless differences 
of opinion between its members are brought out, 
the futility of calling it together will not be 
known. At the same time, if the Dissolution 
takes place in July, the bimetallists all over the 
country will be flushed with hope that the Govern- 
ment really intends to do something or other that 
will improve the value of silver, and therefore there 
will be a high probability that the bimetallic vote, 
whatever it may be worth, will be secured for 
Ministers. It seems clever tactics at first sight, and 
it is the kind of thing that would be likely to com- 
mend itself to the author of “ Mr. Goschen’s Finance.” 
But we are inclined to think that, as a piece of 
tactics, it is something more than dangerous; for 
if the bulk of the people should think that there 
was the least danger of our monetary system being 
interfered with, the loss of votes would be very 
much greater than the gain from the adhesion 
of the bimetallists. Bankers at present as a body 
are very Conservative; but bankers would be the 
very first to rise in arms if there was the least 
danger of the encouragement of bimetallism in any 
form. 

As for the bimetallists themselves, outside of 
Lancashire they are neither very numerous nor very 
influential. In Lancashire there is no question that 
they have considerable influence ; that is shown by 
the vote of the Manchester Chamber of Commerce 
last week in favour of bimetallism, although, it is 
true, by a small majority. Elsewhere, however, all 
the leading bankers, merchants, and manufacturers 
are opposed to all tampering with our monetary 
system. It has existed now for over three-quarters 
of a century; it has worked admirably; there is not 
the slightest reason why it should be changed, and 
capitalists everywhere are opposed to change for the 
sake of change. In Lancashire the agitation has 
made headway because the bimetallists have been 
able to persuade many Lancashire men, otherwise 
hard-headed, that the demonetisation of silver has 
injured trade, and more particularly that it has 
injured the trade with the silver-using countries and 
gives manufacturers in the silver-using countries an 
advantage over manufacturers at home. The notion 
is quite mistaken. The depreciation of silver or the 
demonetisation of silver, or whatever word be pre- 
ferred, has not injured trade; on the contrary, trade 
grows and improves every year, though there are de- 
pressions now and then, as there always have been 
throughout the history of the world. And as for the 
notion that trade with the silver-using countries is 
specially depressed, that is equally unfounded. What 
is true is that rapid fluctuations in the purchasing 
power of silver money do disorganise trade while they 
are going on, and that, therefore, rapid fluctuations 
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are a misfortune not only to the silver-using coun- 
tries but to all who trade with them. But then 
the rapid fluctuations have really been caused 
chiefly by the action of Governments. First the 
German Government demonetised silver, and shortly 
afterwards France, Italy, Belgium and Switzerland, 
stopped the coinage of the metal. All this naturally 
reduced very greatly the consumption of silver, and 
so intensified the fall in value. More recently the 
United States Government attempted to undo what 
the five European States named had previously done, 
by buying silver on a large scale. That multiplied 
and intensified the fluctuations. Now, if any number 
of Governments in an International Conference enter 
into some agreement for rehabilitating silver, they will 
add to the number of fluctuations and so continue 
the disturbance of trade. If the bimetallists and the 
Governments could only be induced to see that it 
matters little to traders whether silver is high or low 
in value, that what is really important is that the 
value should remain stable, then they would see that 
the less they interfere the better it will be for all 

arties concerned. It is, however, because the 
bimetallists will not recognise this that the action of 
Mr. Goschen and his colleagues is so specially mis- 
chievous. They are lending the authority of one of 
the greatest Governments in the world—of a Govern- 
ment, too, which for almost a century has been 
committed in policy against bimetallism—to an 
encouragement of the notion that the policy we have 
hitherto acted upon is wrong, and that Governments 
can do for trade what in the nature of things it is 
impossible they could do. 


BARON BRAMWELL. 


O the lay public the death of a distinguished 
lawyer is rarely a matter of moment, for most 
great lawyers achieve eminence only in the sphere of 
which the public has no experience, save in the 
shape of costs. But Baron Bramwell, like Sir James 
Stephen, built a reputation outside the realm of law 
as well as a very striking monument within it. Asa 
lawyer he has left memories which have passed into 
the proverbs of his profession. He was one of the 
pioneers of legal reform, and the reorganisation of 
common-law procedure is amongst the memorials 
of his practical sense. He had no faith in the per- 
fection of our machinery of jurisprudence, and could 
never havetold an sermon: Ae of lawstudents,asthe Lord 
Chancellor did at Birmingham, that people who com- 
plained about the law’s delays were ignorant libellers 
of a faultless administration. As a judge, Lord Bram- 
well commanded universal respect, not more, perhaps, 
by his judicial qualities than by his perception of 
the fact that it is no part of a judge’s business to 
pose as a rhetorical philosopher-in-waiting to man- 
kind. He had, we are told, “‘an antipathy to all the 
unctuous platitudes of the Bench,’ and it was 
certainly a great public benefit to have at least one 
judge who did not favour the court with moral re- 
flections, and send the prisoner to the cells with a 
dull homily in his éar. Lord Bramwell’s judgments 
were remarkable for their vigour, terseness, thorough 
knowledge of the law, and that particular quality 
of intellect which, until womanhood suffrage re- 
forms our vocabulary, people will continue to call 
masculine. Without being a cynic, he had that 
just appreciation of human nature which preserves 
the balance between harshness and emotional 
sentiment. 
But with all the gifts of experience which created 
an admirable judge, Baron Bramwell illustrated the 
truism that the best lawyer often makes a poor 


politician. The judicial Bramwell of the Bench 
became the dogmatic “B.” of the ‘Zimes. The 
genius of law reform was transmuted to the moving 
spirit of that uncanny institution, the Liberty and 
Property Defence League. In his legal judgments 
Bramwell ranked with the greatest intellects of his 
ee In his political essays he was a yoke- 
ellow with Lord Wemyss. Some facetious Socialist 
ought to compile a selection of the letters of “ B.” to 
show what comic extravagance this keen-witted 
lawyer could commit in his zeal for the principle 
of individualism. “How often in the future,” 
says his able panegyrist in the Times, “ shall 
we miss his thrusts into the very vitals of 
imposture!” And how often shall we miss the 
delightful incongruity of the epistles in which the 
man who hated platitudes constantly mistook a 
platitude for a fundamental law! Liberty and pro- 
perty are excellent things, but their association in 
Bramwell’s mind was about as logical as the connec- 
tion of “Imperium et Libertas” in the mind of a 
Primrose Dame. The League to which Bramwell 
devoted his mind in his last years, and which came 
so signally to grief in the London County Council 
elections, is the inevitable burlesque of all attempts 
to stereotype the hostility of the individual to the 
community. The judge who in many a difficult case 
had shown a discrimination which is the essence 
of wisdom, became the apostle of a hidebound 
creed which treated all discrimination as heresy. 
There was a proposal to make illegal the pay- 
ment of working-men’s wages at public-houses. 
It was pointed out that this usage was a wanton 
temptation to the working-man to spend his money 
on drink before the needs of his home were satisfied. 
There was very little doubt that in many case; the 
custom was due to an arrangement between the 
employer and the publican. Here, it might have 
been thought, was an instance in which even the 
most rigid disciples of laisser faire would recognise 
the propriety and the public policy of reform. But 
Lord Bramwell was inflexible, and his League 
denounced the proposed innovation as a gross inva- 
sion of liberty, as if the arbitrary choice of a public- 
house for the payment of wages belonged to the 
rudiments of freedom. Liberty, in Lord Bramwell’s 
mind, was not an independent principle. It had to 
co-exist with a theory of property which compre- 
hended and justified every abuse in our landed 
system. The slightest change which threatened to 
increase the authority of the community by na row- 
ing that of any propertied class found in “ B.” an 
inexorable opponent. When Sir William Harcourt 
was illustrating the folly of placing Iri h County 
Councils at the mercy of Irish judges, he said it 
would be like submitting popular liberties to the 
authority of Baron Bramwell; whereupon Bramwell, 
with exquisite naiveté, asked in the Times what this 
sinister authority might be. Law-reformer though 
he was, he had no conception of the elasticity which 
is necessary to democratic government. The Liberty 
and Property Defence League is as much in the rear 
of public opinion as Mr. Greenwood’s Anti-Jacobinism 
is in the rear of what is still called the Conservative 
party. It needed only the intervention of Lord Wemyss 
to complete the discomfiture of the Moderates on March 
5th, and a letter from “ B.”’ was usually the master- 
stroke of unconscious irony in the Tory case. It is 
unfortunate that Lord Bramwell’s career should be 
associated in the public mind chiefly with an un- 
yielding and obsolete dogma in the political sphere ; 
but his services to his profession, and his high rank 
in that long array of judges who have shed a lustre 
on the English Bench, will be remembered when 
the eccentricities of “ B.” and his League are for- 
gotten. 
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THE CENTRIPETAL FORCE IN RELIGION, 


T is impossible not to be struck with two con- 

flicting aspects of the May conferences. The 
first is the amazing diversity of aim and organisation 
which they exhibit, and the second is the growing 
desire to attain some kind of organic union. The 
first characteristic is obvious enough. The London 
journals this week have day by day contained ac- 
counts of at least five or six great separate religious 
organisations, differently officered, and pursuing 
their aims with a certain exaggerated individualism 
that borders on sheer religious anarchy. In addition 
to the great Nonconformist congresses, we have such 
institutions as the Corporation of the Sons of the 
Clergy, the Church of England Sunday School 
Institute, the United Kingdom Band of Hope, and 
two or three organisations for spreading knowledge 
of the Bible, to say nothing of the host of philan- 
thropic movements which is very worthily headed by 
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children. 
Perhaps none of these movements directly and 
obviously conflict with each other, but it is clear 
that, like the various divisions of the older and 
younger Methodist bodies, they involve a frequent 
waste of social and intellectual energy, while every 
now and then they wear a rather pitiful sectarian 
aspect. It must needs be that the embodiment of 
religious ideas should present the broken lights of 
truth rather than its pure white beam—but there 
does not seem any reason why the light should be 
split up into multitudinous raylets that serve chiefly 
to distract and perplex the vision. The tendency of 
the modern religious man is clearly to place himself 
in line with the general movement of society rather 
than to emphasise the particularism of any one 
organised expression of religious aspiration. The 
Oxford movement and the Mauricean theology have, 
at all events, left this clear mark on English re- 
ligion, and it is a thoroughly healthy sign that the 
worst side of sectarianism—its cliquiness, its in- 
tolerance, its narrowness of intellectual aim—is 
obviously ceasing to attract the free English 
churches. 

No more notable instance of the tendency to 
which we have referred could occur than Dr. Herber 
Evans’s eloquent and suggestive address as chairman 
of the Congregational Union. Dr. Evans is a Welsh- 
man of acknowledged power, a man of real light and 
leading in a community which has to maintain a 
daily struggle against a dominant Church, aggressive 
in its propaganda, non-popular in its origin, and 
linked almost entirely with the conservative forces 
in Welsh society. But he is impressed with the 
necessity for limiting rather than expanding the 
area of separate—perhaps we ought to say separatist 
—religious activities. Naturally, and indeed in- 
evitably, he pleads for an unremitting devotion to 
the cause of Disestablishment. Any centripetal 
movement in the Churches must necessarily, as far as 
organisation is concerned, begin by leaving out of 
account, for the present, at any rate, the sect which 
claims to be the official exponent of religion itself. 
The one condition of federation is that it should in- 
volve co-operation among a number of free and more 
or less equal bodies, drawn together by the attraction 
not only of a common aim, but of a similar history and 
a not strikingly diverse organisation. When the Esta- 
blishment is itself free, it would naturally form the 
most interesting, the most powerful, the most cultured 
centre of a federated English Church. But not till 
then. Meanwhile, Dr. Evans very sensibly suggests 
some material for the consideration of the Free 
Church Congress which is to be held in Manchester 
next November. 

Why, for instance, should there not be a Joint 


Missions Board (for this is what Dr. Evans’s sug- 
gestion amounts to) charged with the duty of 
directing the operations of that which is really the 
Foreign Office of the Christian State, and of prevent- 
ing the appalling waste of funds and propagandist 
energy, and, above all, the jarring rivalries of sects 
that trouble the missionary movement? The social 
work of the churches might very well demand a 
Conference to itself, and there seems no valid reason 
why the intellectual resources of great bodies 
like the Methodists and the Congregationalists, 
united on every doctrinal point of the smallest im- 
portance, should not be enriched by a regular inter- 
change of preachers. Nor does it seem entirely out 
of the range of possibilities that Mr. Gore’s plea for 
a new Christian casuistry should be enforced by a 
concerted attempt to apply some of the results of 
modern Biblical criticism and theological specu- 
lation to the moral and social problems of the age. 
It is perhaps dangerous to take up the fascinating 
analogy of the Catholic Church. But with all its 
faults, it is clear that the Roman organisation has 
a power of impressing the modern world with a 
single distinct and rounded utterance such as none 
of its rivals possess. Not only do the free English 
churches lack a head, but they are to a large extent de- 
void of the means of authoritative expression. Would 
it be possible, for instance, for any Protestant church 
of to-day to draw up a document remotely resembling 
in form or in purpose either the earlier or the later 
Christian formularies? We doubt it—nay, we are 
not certain that a good many excellent Dissenters 
would not shrink from such a task as an act of posi- 
tive impiety, as well as a betrayal of the Noncon- 
formist tradition. 

However, the omens are distinctly in favour of 
some such movement towards unity as the confer- 
ences at Grindelwald and Manchester portend. The 
death of Mr. Spurgeon was no doubt a distinct loss 
to the preaching power of modern Dissent, but we 
are inclined to think that the disappearance of 
the one aggressive representative, not simply of 
rational Calvinism, but of the old literal ortho- 
doxy, clears the way for a new departure. 
The Congregationalists, a large body of the 
Methodists, and a section at all events of the 
Baptists and the Presbyterians, must to-day find 
themselves in more substantial accord as to the 
salient aspects of their propaganda than at any 
period in the century. It isa sign of the times that 
the Independent is moved to suggest the formation 
of a Federation Society, which would supply a kind 
of spiritual complement to the collective work of the 
Liberation Society. It is not too much to expect 
that next November will see the definite crystallisa- 
tion of a movement that has long been in the air, 
and that corresponds with the desire of the leading 
spirits in Nonconformist thought to establish— 
perhaps we should say to re-establish—the founda- 
tions, not simply of Churches, but of a Church. 


CHRONICLE OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS. 


HE apprehensions and alarms of the last few 

weeks are gradually passing away, to be re- 
placed, no doubt, at no long interval, by rumours 
arising out of the political unsettlement that is so 
conspicuous a feature of the past week. Dynamite 
has ceased to be purely an Anarchist weapon, and is 
resorted to by the Roumanians of the extreme east 
of Hungary to intimidate their Magyar rulers. In 
France the scare is almost at an end. M. Véry, the 
proprietor of the restaurant which was blown up in 
revenge for Ravachol’s capture there, and M. Hamo- 
nod, one of his customers at the moment of the 
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explosion, have succumbed to their injuries; but 
journalistic ingenuity has discovered, without much 
evidence, that Hamonod was the author of the 
explosion, and that both men were “ injured by the 
dynamite, but killed by the doctors.” Satisfactory 
replies have been given, but the existence of these 
interpretations of the event sufficiently indicates a 
reaction of feeling after the tension of the last 
month. A special Bill is about to be introduced 
giving compensation for the damages caused by the 
explosions, and the wages and numbers of the Paris 
police have alike been raised. 

But the event of the week in France, if not in 
Europe, is the appearance last Saturday of a fresh 
Papal manifesto of the most decided kind. It draws 
a distinction indeed between the constitution and the 
legislation of the State, and insists that the latter 
may be combated while the former is accepted. But 
it insists so positively on the necessity of accepting 
the Republic that it has all but broken up the Re- 
actionary party. Their organs have hard work to 
evade its conclusions. M. de Cassagnac promises to 
accept the Republic the day it reassures him both as 
a Frenchman and as a Catholic. The Moniteur 
Universel ventures respectfully to contest the Papal 
view. The Pope (it says) does not grasp the provi- 
sional character of the Republic. The Correspondance 
Nationale explains the document away. The Pope 
only means (it argues) to discountenance actual 
rebellion. It is true that, as the Siécle and some 
Radical papers note, the Pope defends the liberty of 
preaching, which has recently led to so much disorder 
in the churches ; and that his advice virtually tends 
to the formation of a Catholic reactionary party. 
But his insistence on the duty of accepting the Re- 
public is so decisive that it savours of hypercriti- 
cism for a Republican paper to carp at the details of 
the document. It is stated that the Brief was 
prompted by the late French Ministry, and that its 
object was to avert the termination of the Concordat 
—in other words, disestablishment. The suggestion, 
if made, was doubtless not explicit. Meanwhile, the 
Bishop of Nancy and the Archbishop of Aix have 
their stipends suspended, so that the Church is so 
far disendowed without disestablishment. 

The second ballots in the municipal elections 
indicate a steady growth of feeling for the Republic. 
The Conservatives have lost ground again; the 
Socialists, who expected to carry forty or fifty large 
towns, have hardly held their own. At Lyons, 
Bordeaux, Lille, Calais, Troyes, and elsewhere they 
are well beaten. At Fourmies not only are they 
beaten, but their leaders have had to seek police 
protection from the sous-préfet. Their successes are 
at Roubaix, St. Ouen, near Paris, and one or two 
third-rate towns. Still, Marseilles, Toulouse, and 
some other places are apparently held by Radicals 
of more or less Socialistic sympathies. The Socialists 
received either active or passive aid from the Clericals 
in many places, and their defeat is therefore the 
more notable. 

An “ Anti-Socialist Association” has just been 
formed in Paris for the development of Individual- 
ism, “the mark of that Anglo-Saxon race that is con- 
quering the world in contrast to the system which 
has made the East inferior to the West and now 
finds its chief centre in Absolutist Germany.” It is 
avowedly non-political, and includes the Ducs de 
Broglie and D’ Audiffret-Pasquier on the one side, and 
MM. Jules Simon and Maurice Block on the other. 
M. Léon Say has withdrawn because it is non- 
political; M. Yves Guyot refused to join because it 
contains Protectionists, whose creed is a bad form of 
State Socialism. The first meeting is to be held 
on May 21, when M. Lafargue (of Lille) will 
debate the question of Socialism v. Individualism 
with M. Demolius, its founder. 

The Belgian Chamber has decided that the Consti- 
tutionshall be revised in respect of the extension of the 
franchise, the elections and qualification of Senators, 
the existing inability to acquire colonies (so as to 
make way for the admission of the Congo State to 


that category), the position and succession of the 
heir to the throne, and one or two minor points. 
But it has refused to open a way for minority repre- 
sentation (the question, however, will be reopened in 
the Senate), and though it has prepared one for the 
Royal referendum, a part of the Right accepts this 
only under reserve as to the conditions—which are to 
be fixed hereafter, by ordinary law. The Premier is 
said to have meditated resignation in consequence of 
these checks. 

Thursday, May 26th, will see the celebration of 
the golden wedding of the King and Queen of Den- 
mark in the chapel of the Castle at Christiansborg. 
Whether the Czar will visit Denmark at present is 
uncertain; should he come, it is stated that his visit 
will be so timed as to avoid the German Emperor, 
who will be the guest of the Crown Prince, and will 
leave on the 27th, the Czar arriving on the 28th for one 
day only. However, it is now generally believed 
that the latter proposes to visit the Emperor at Ber- 
lin this summer—a resolve which, though of little 
enough value in itself as a guarantee of European 
peace, will nevertheless reassure the Bourses. The 
King and Queen of Italy will also visit Berlin. 

The German Emperor has again given an un- 
pleasant shock to the steady-going bourgeoisie by 
publicly complimenting the sentry who recently 
shot a civilian in Berlin for refusing to stand when 
called to order for a breach of police regulations, 
and wounded an innocent passer-by. 

However, the “new régime” has come in for 
some severe criticism this week. Herr Richter, the 
Liberal leader, questioned the Prussian Government 
on Monday in the Landtag as to the plans for reno- 
vating the neighbourhood of the Royal Palace, 
in preparation for the erection of a statue to 
William I. The plans included cascades, fountains, 
a canalisation of the Spree which would enable the 
Royal yacht to moor at Berlin, terraces round the 
Palace—either for the princes to play on, or to 
prevent Anarchists with explosives from finding 
suitable cover. A certain Herr Kunze, a Coun- 
cillor of the Administrative Tribunal (a special 
court for dealing with Civil Servants which hap- 
pily has no parallel in England), had stated that 
certain persons had offered a million marks for the 
latter project, and had suggested a lottery. He had 
also apparently boasted a good deal of his powers 
and of the concessions he held from the Emperor, 
and had given ample material for Herr Richter’s 
attack on the “ Byzantinism” of the new régime, as 
contrasted with the simplicity of earlier Hohenzollern 
monarchs. However, two Ministers denied that a 
lottery was in contemplation, and gave assurances so 
satisfactory that Herr Richter withdrew his motion. 

Herr Ahlwardt, a violent anti-Semite, alleges 
that a Jewish firm of rifle manufacturers have sup- 
plied 425,000 unserviceable rifles to the German 
army. The charge is not credited outside the Con- 
servative ranks; but it will doubtless stimulate the 
formal adoption by that party of anti-Semitism. 
The Crown Prince formally entered the German 
army on his tenth birthday last week. 

A week has been taken up with attempts to 
form an Italian Ministry; and finally one has 
been formed under Signor Giolitti, once a Minister 
under Crispi, which contains few men of the first 
rank, and, being largely composed of the Piedmontese 
group, has already incurred the disfavour of the 
Southern deputies, who tolerated Rudinias a Sicilian. 
Signor Zanardelli was summoned, but declined to act; 
Nicotera advised the King to consult Crispi, but the ex- 
Minister declined to return toofficeat present. Saracco 
and Ellena refused to join: the former because he de- 
manded reduction in the military budget; and it seems 
generally felt that a dissolution is impending, and 
that, without the power to dissolve, the new Ministry 
cannot last. Signor Brin takes Foreign Affairs, 
while General Pelloux, whose demands were the 
cause of the last crisis but one, returns to the Ministry 
of War. Curiously, public. opinion is apathetic. 
Financial circles even welcome the change, because 
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it may tend to clear up the situation; and if the 
Extreme Left could only act together, there might be 
some prospect after the Dissolution of the reduction 
of the military and colonial expenditure. 

General Gresser, Prefect of St. Petersburg, has 
died, in that city, of gangrene following on a sub- 
cutaneous injection of “ vitaline”—a quack remedy, 
composed of borax and glycerine. The case was at 
first thought to be one of poisoning by Nihilists; 
but more probably the syringe was dirty. 

Serious riots following on a strike occurred on 
Monday and Tuesday of last week at Lodz, in 
Poland. Many murders and incendiary fires took 
place, the town was in a state of siege, and the 
troops repeatedly fired on the rioters. 

The murderers of Dr. Vulkhovitch have been con- 
victed at Constantinople and sentenced to death: 
their instigators, to fifteen years’ penal servitude, in 
absence. 

To-morrow (Sunday) the General Election takes 
place in Greece. M. Tricoupis, who is waving the 
standard of Pan-Hellenism before the Macedonian 
and Epirot residents in Athens, received an en- 
thusiastic ovation in that city on Sunday, and 
seems to be very popular in the Cyclades. M. 
Deliyannis is making a tour of the Peloponnesus, 
and has attacked the King and the capitalist 
classes in language which his hearers have caught 
up and intensified much as Mr. Balfour's audience, 
on a certain occasion at Stockport, did his allusions 
to Mr. Gladstone. Excitement is at a very high 
pitch, and complaints of violence are made. It 
seems generally admitted that the Third or Minis- 
terial party is out of the running, and the prob- 
abilities are held to be in favour of a Tricoupist 
triumph. 

The civil war in Venezuela continues. Apparently 
an insurgent triumph is at hand. 


THE ALIEN QUESTION. 


\ R. GIFFEN has just issued a return which 

shows a considerable increase in the volume 
of the influx of Russian and Polish immigrants to 
this country dufing the last year. The total number 
who settled permanently in England in 1891 is esti- 
mated at from ten to eleven thousand, as against 
five or six thousand in 1890. There is consequently 
a renewed attempt (not, it need scarcely be said, 
countenanced by Mr. Giffen) to get up an alien scare. 
The Conservative Metropolitan members have met in 
conference and lent the weight of their signatures 
to a memorial calling on the Government to “ take 
steps” against the immigrants without delay (nature 
of steps unspecified), and that eminent economist 
Mr. Lowther still holds the terrors of a motion 
for adjournment of the House over the heads of 
the Ministers should their reply be unsatisfactory. 
The problem to which the Cabinet are giving their 
“serious consideration” is complex enough from the 
strictly economic point of view; but when in its dis- 
cussion the laws of political meteorology have to be 
considered, as well as those of political economy, the 
situation becomes highly interesting. 

It is very important that the nature and extent 
of the problem should be clearly defined and under- 
stood, in view of the vague alarmist rumours which 
so easily get abroad. 

The influx has been going on more or less rapidly 
for several years, especially since the outbreak, some 
ten or eleven years ago, of persecution against the 
Jews in Russia. It reached a maximum in 1882, 
then gradually declined in volume until about 1888 
or 1889, since when it has steadily risen again to its 
present amount. Most of the poor foreigners, who 
are chiefly Jews, land at London or Hull. Many of 
them hold through tickets for America, others settle 
permanently in this country. Of those who come to 
the Port of London, a large proportion gravitate to 
the districts in Whitechapel, St. George’s-in-the- 


East, and Stepney where the bulk of their co- 
religionists live; while those who land at Hull mostly 
move inland, some staying in Leeds and other large 
towns, but the majority passing on to America. 

The foreign Jew on arriving at our shores is 
usually without either capital or knowledge of a 
trade: he brings with him nothing but his indomit- 
able race-characteristics of persistence, patience, and 
pliancy—his willingness to work almost unlimited 
hours for little pay, and his capacity to seize the 
psychological moment, when it arrives, for improving 
his position. The raw immigrant is rather untrained 
than unskilled. He does not go to swell the crowd 
of low-skilled labour competing for employment at 
the docks, or come on the Poor Law guardians for 
relief, but quietly finds a place at the bottom of the 
graduated scale of workers for whom the extreme 
subdivision of labour and the peculiar organisation 
prevailing in certain East London handicrafts make 
a place. In the earlier stages of his work he is con- 
tent with the barest subsistence, but his standard of 
life is peculiarly elastic, and, generally speaking, he 
makes his way upward and ends perhaps as a small 
master, his first place in the workshop being taken 
by fresh arrivals from abroad. 

The Jewish population in East London occupy to 
some extent a province by themselves industrially, 
as well as locally; certain branches, for example, of 
the clothing trade being almost entirely in their 
hands, and being in fact, to a great degree, their 
creation. Thus, though it cannot be said that the. 
immigrants have brought with them any special 
form of skill or knowledge like the Flemings and 
Huguenots, they have certainly imported a kind of 
intellect and industrial character specially adapted 
for the development of what is practically a new 
trade. 

It cannot, however, be denied that economically 
the immigrant Jew is open to a good deal of criti- 
cism. The small “ sweating” shop, or worse still, the 
home production, which suits him, and to which he 
is suited, is a low and undesirable form of industrial 
organisation, apparently incompatible with effective 
combination, and often eluding all the efforts of the 
sanitary or factory inspectors. Moreover, in some 
branches of work, e.g., the boot and shoe trade, 
cabinetmaking, and some parts of the clothing 
industry, he comes into direct contact with the 
English labourer in a crowded market. Add to this 
that when he arrives he has a low standard of life 
and little knowledge of sanitary laws, and it is not 
difficult to understand the feeling against him. 

But we must discriminate carefully between 
the differing and conflicting grounds on which 
a measure of restriction is advocated. The com- 
monest plea, that he is a potential pauper, likely 
to become chargeable to the rates, is refuted 
by the simple fact that the immigrants do not 
to any great extent come on the Poor Law, being 
relieved when in distress by voluntary Jewish 
agencies. The idea, however, seems to linger in the 
mind of Mr. Wilkins, who has compiled a kind of 
“ brief for the alarmist” out of all the current anti- 
alien arguments and rumours, and who suggests, 
with a fine comprehensiveness, the shutting out of 
those “ unprovided with the means of subsistence, 
mentally or bodily afflicted, or likely in any way 
to become a public nuisance or public burden.” 
That it is not a pauperised class that is in question 
is evident from the second plea commonly urged, 
viz., that the standard of comfort of the aliens is so 
low, and the hours they work are so long, that they 
compete unfairly with English labour. This argu- 
ment is far more powerful than the last, with which 
indeed it is quite irreconcilable. We cannot 
decently object toa class of persons both because 
they can produce less than they consume and 
because they are content to consume less than they 
produce. 

The low standard of life of the immigrants is in 
reality the kernel of the objection felt by many 
English workmen. The grievance is not the 
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addition to the population, much less to the rates, but 
the juxtaposition of a low standard of life by the 
side of a higher, with the tendency to degrade the 
higher by the unequal competition. 

Now it is fair to observe that this complaint is 
not really met by the usual retort that the com- 
petition will remain as keen if the Jew makes the 
cheap clothing and boots abroad, and sends them to 
England ; that, in fact, a policy of shutting out 
cheap labour is futile unless backed up by a scheme 
of tariffs to shut out cheap goods. If, indeed, the 
alien’s standard of life were as much below that of 
the country he had left as of the country in which 
he settled, it would make no economic difference to 
English labour whether the cheap clothes were 
made across the road or across the Channel. Were 
his low standard a depression in an otherwise uni- 
form level extending from here to Poland, it would 
be indifferent whether the centre of depression 
travelled to our shores or not. But this is not the 
case. The immigrants come from countries where 
their standard of life is not far below that generally 
prevailing, and this being so, the question of their 
location is of real importance, for it is well known 
that differences of standard of life between one 
nation and another do not set up the same process 
of “down-grade” competition as arises from differ- 
ences of level within the same country or the same 
city. 

It is then unquestionable that many of the 
immigrants form an undesirable element in our 
population, but this fact does not carry us very far 
towardsa practicable remedy. Toshut out foreigners 
who are destitute on arrival would clearly fail to 
meet the difficulty, for the evil complained of is not 
initial destitution, and would not be lessened if every 
immigrant brought £10 in his pocket. A reference 
in Mr. Giffen’s report to the advances made by 
Jewish money-lenders to immigrants already settled 
in England to enable them to bring over their 
families readily suggests a source from which the 
amount of the “ property qualification” could and 
would be drawn. The demand for such a qualifica- 
tion is not only odious in itself, but strikes at the 
wrong thing; for it is not the possession of little 
money, but the willingness to be content with little 
wage, which is really resented in the immigrant. We 
can hardly make an entrance examination into each 
man's scale of wants, and reject all whose standard 
is too low. 

It is in quite another direction that the true road 
seems to lie. What we have to aim at is the enforce- 
ment on all citizens and all new-comers of a minimum 
standard of life, and the gradual raising of this mini- 
mum. There is no one Act of Parliament which can 
do this, but all measures such as the regulation of 
workshops, the enforcement of sanitary laws, and 
the like, are steps in this direction. Thus will be 
gradually formed a barrier against all comers who 
cannot conform to this rising standard, far more 
effectual than would be provided by the quack 
schemes of protection now before the country. 

Doubtless the organisers of Trade Unions in 
certain trades feel keenly the frustration of their 
efforts by the irruption of foreigners willing to work 
any hours in their own homes. But though it is 
natural that the leaders of these Unions should 
seek for temporary relief from their difficulties by 
the short cut of an alien-law, we ought to look at 
the question from a broader point of view. The 
problem of home-work, its regulation or suppression, 
is one which affects many trades from which the 
element of alien competition is quite absent. It is 
essentially « question to be treated as a whole, not 
by checking artificially the supply of one out of 
many classes of labour which lend themselves to its 
abuses, but by increasing the responsibility of em- 
ployers for the conditions under which their work is 
done, whether it be performed in a single factory or 
scattered in a hundred dwelling-houses. 

We have said nothing as to the political aspect of 
the question of restriction, though it is abundantly 


clear, from the language used by workmen’s re- 
presentatives, that they will have nothing to say 
to schemes of restriction which might interfere with 
the right of asylum for political and religious 
refugees. This limitation on possible State action is 
quite enough to put most proposals out of court and 
to puzzle any parliamentary draughtsman who may 
be employed to draw up an alien bill. 


H. LLEWELLYN SMITH. 


A TALK WITH BISMARCK. 


RINCE BISMARCK is no longer the Chancellor 

of the German Empire, but European politics 
have lost none of their old interest for him. Could 
it be otherwise, seeing that for a generation his has 
been the principal, the one conspicuous figure in the 
Continental Areopagus ? We in England shall err 
if, in view of the great stateman’s retirement, we 
conclude that the attitude of Germans towards him 
may be expressed by the formula, “ Out of sight, 
out of mind.” On the contrary, though Prince 
Bismarck has probably played his last active part in 
statesmanship, he is still a great power, and the 
legitimate influence which he yet exercises upon the 
political thought of Germany is a quantity which 
may not be neglected. That he will ever become 
Chancellor again is impossible. ‘ People make a 
great mistake when they talk about my returning to 
office.” he said to me in the course of a recent con- 
versation, which travelled over many subjects. 
“They seem to think that it is simply necessary to 
call me and I would go at once. But they forget 
that Iam a gentleman: they forget what I owe to 
myself, to my honour.” Yet as ex-Chancellor Prince 
Bismarck will never forfeit the prestige which a 
career of unexampled brilliancy and success has won 
for him. He will continue to the last—while suc- 
cessors to his office come and go—to be “ Our Chan- 
cellor.” 

Some words of his spoken relative to questions 
which at the present time severely exercise political 
minds will doubtless be read with interest. They 
must have been uttered deliberately, for they were 
punctuated with puffs of smoke from the ponderous 
ell-long pipe which is regularly brought to the ex- 
Chancellor when the mid-day collation is over. The 
ladies had retired, Count Herbert had rushed off 


| to catch a train, the dogs had fallen into the sound 


sleep of the just, and I had the Prince to myself. 

“The outlook now is peaceful, but it is at best an 
uncertain outlook. No doubt the long-threatened 
struggle with France will come one day. When? 
Ah, that no one can predict, even approximately. 
France is sure to wait until she feels herself pre- 
pared, and that she evidently does not at present. 
But when France believes herself to be ready, a 
critical situation will be produced. War may then 
break out at any time: a slight unforeseen incident 
might expedite it. But Germany will never strike 
the first blow, that is quite certain. What does 
Germany want from France? Nothing. What has 
she to expect from a war? Nothing. No, if war 
breaks out, whether soon or later, the attack will 
come—will have to come—from France.” 

Referring to the probable implication of more 
than two countries in the next European contest, the 
Prince emphasised the traditional friendship between 
Germany and England. 

“There has been steady friendship between the 
two countries since the Seven Years’ War, though 
it has, perhaps, been more of a negative than 
a positive kind. I mean, we have continued 
good friends because there has never been any 
reason why we should be otherwise. Nevertheless, 
Germany would never stand by and see England 
weakened. Europe cannot afford to lose a Great 
Power. That is why it is to the interest of 
Germany to keep Austria as strong as possible. Were 
she weak, the equilibrium would be broken. Yet 


| 
i 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| | 
| 
| 
; 


May 14, 1892.] ' THE SPEAKER. 581 


Austria’s position is difficult, owing to the hetero- 
geneous composition of the Empire. Germany, 
however, would never fight for British interests out 
of Europe. The interests of Great Britain in the 
East have no concern for our millions of labourers 
and peasants; they do not understand them, and 
would not fight for them. The utmost that 
Germany would be able to do is what she is bound 
by treaty to doin the case of Austria.” 

*“ Yet an alliance with England in the sense of the 
Triple Alliance isimpossible. Our system of Govern- 
ment does not allow of it. One Administration 
cannot bind another in international obligations.” 

“ That is true, and therein lie both an advantage 
and a disadvantage for England. The advantage 
is that she keeps a free hand, for which rival suitors 
might find it to their interest to make overtures in 
time of international crisis. The disadvantage is 
that England cannot treat with other Powers on the 
same favourable basis as can countries under a con- 
tinuous Executive. England must always, from her 
system of Government, be more or less opportunist. 
Yet her isolation is the less dangerous because of 
her insular position. France is the only country 
which could seriously think of planning an attack on 
her shores—say, such an attack as Napoleon contem- 
plated from Boulogne.” 

“And as to France, the main or only question 
which can, in the near future, give rise to dispute is 
Egypt. We are in Egypt and we do not see our way 
to leave.” 

“And why should you?” asked the Prince in 
astonishment. “England is more interested in 
Egypt, through the Suez Canal, than any other 
country. Gibraltar and Malta are conveniences, but 
the Suez Canal is a necessity.” 

Passing reference to the changed views so largely 
entertained in England, since the spell of Lord 
Beaconsfield’s influence was broken, regarding the 
prospect of Russia’s presence in Constantinople, 
caused the Prince to observe:— 

“Russia cannot extend westward—she does not 
wish it, and she could not if she did. Her natural 
desire is to reach the sea—to have a good outlet 
in the south—and towards neither Germany nor 
Austria would she be more aggressive than now if 
she were to occupy Constantinople. Probably it 
would be a real relief to our eastern frontier.” 

Then we fell upon other topics, social, literary, 
personal—the conversation was an olla podrida, and 
all the more interesting and memorable from its 
variety—and the time sped swiftly. And all the 
while utterances sententious, witty, oracular, pro- 
found in turn, left the veteran statesman’s lips. If 
Moltke was the Great Silent One, Bismarck is the 
Man of Great Words. Bismarck as the Parliamentary 
orator impressed me much; as the conversationalist 
at his own friendly table he impressed me more. 


X, 


FROM GREEN BENCHES. 


T is a well-known phenomenon of social life that 
very undesirable individuals have an extra- 
ordinary vitality. They have a knack of obstinately 
surviving hope and honour and the wearied-out 
affections of their relatives. This is something like 
the feeling even members of the present House of 
Commons seem to entertain towards it. There are 
times and seasons when a demand for an appeal to 
the country, put forward by the party out of office, 
is received with high-sniffing contempt or with 
uproarious defiance by the party in power. The 
time for such manifestations of feeling in the 
House of Commons has long passed. If a Liberal 
leader were now to make such a demand, it would be 
received in solemn and depressed silence by the 
triumphant majority ; and most of the Tories would 
indicate, as plainly as the decencies of political war- 
fare would permit, their strong sympathy with the 


demand. For everybody is worried, upset, the 
victim of that condition of mental suspense which is 
worse than the actual disaster that has come and 
has to be faced. The gossips have it that there are 
two parties in the Cabinet, the composition of which 
is clearly defined by the condition of their respective 
bank books. To several of the gentlemen who loftily 
condescend to govern the country, the salary of 
Ministers is a matter of grave concern; and the 
loss of even a possible half-year’s income from that 
source is viewed with no sense of satisfaction. 
This is the party which, a few weeks ago, was 
loudly demanding what possible reason there 
was for giving up as long as they could decently 
or indecently hold on, and that, for a few brief 
days at least, seemed to have got the upper hand. 
The latest rumour towards the beginning of the 
week was that this party had received valuable 
accession of strength from the Queen, frightened 
by the dreadful prospects which were in store for 
a nation deprived of the mild wisdom of the 
Marquis of Salisbury. Again the cry went up that 
the hold-out and hold-on section was in the ascend- 
ant, and that Lord Cross and Sir Michael Hicks- 
Beach would be able to draw another half-year’s 
salary. But the poor phantasm could not live for 
any length of time. There is possibly no truth in 
the report that a round-robin had been got up on the 
Tory side to urge an early dissolution ; manifestations 
of feeling of that kind are almost unknown in the 
well-disciplined ranks that stand together in defence 
of existing abuses and threatened monopolies. But 
it is certain that the followers of Mr. Balfour heard 
for the most part with unconcealed dismay the 
report of Lord Cross’s triumph. The prospect of a 
vacation entirely destroyed by visits to angry con- 
stituencies, by canvassing, by speech-making—and, 
above all, the prospect of renewing subscriptions 
which might bring back no political return—all this 
was more than the poor Tory member could calmly 
face. He turned on his masters, and for the moment, 
at least, it is evident that the party of Lord Cross 
has been overcome, and that we are drifting rapidly 
and resistlessly to an early dissolution. 

There are many signs of the coming break-up. 
Attendance in the House has grown to be shockingly 
bad. Counts-out hang threateningly over every 
sitting which is not absolutely necessary in the 
interest of Government business; there is a visible 
languor in the way men walk about the lobbies and 
corridors; and every day increases the list of 
members who signify their unwillingness to con- 
tinue in the service of their country. And yet there 
are times and moments when there is a spasm and 
flicker of the old life. Questions, instead of reveal- 
ing the ebbing vitality of the House, rather display 
a more than usually strong activity. Day after day, 
one hour, an hour and half, two hours are spent in 
the pleasant and picturesque occupation of baiting 
the Ministers on every conceivable subject that can 
interest the Parliamentary mind. The curious part 
about this hurricane of questions is that there is 
searcely ever an allusion to the larger issues 
of politics. It is of interest to know whether 
Mr. Balfour will or will not attempt to carry the 
second reading of that dreadful local government 
measure, whose inauspicious birth will always 
remain one of the tragedies of Parliament. Now 
and then some slight indication of this interest is 
evinced by a question from Mr. Sexton. But the 
question comes languidly; and when Mr. Balfour 
replies either that the Bill is indefinitely postponed 
or that it may be expected some day next week, 
there is no response of anger or scorn, no shout of 
welcome, no answering snort of scepticism. It is 
the postmistress of Ballinafad who has found a 
champion in Dr. Tanner; it is the dread prospect of 
the additionof a few pounds a year toa superannuated 
Indian official which vexes the righteous and lofty 
soul of Mr. Seymour Keay—these are the things 
which now excite attention, cover the notice paper 
with interrogatory, and supply the diversion of the 
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House of Commons for nearly a couple of hours 
nightly. 

It is another sign of the times that Mr. Balfour 
has executed a complete transformation of manner. 
So long as he was Chief Secretary his friends found 
it difficult to persuade anybody that the charm of 
manner for which they loudly gave him credit had 
existence anywhere except in their imaginations. 
His first essays in his new character of Leader of the 
House were also unfortunate; his manner alternated 
between noisy and rancorous defiance and apathy and 
despair. But during the last few weeks he seems 
to have plucked up courage, and with the advent of 
courage has come a milder manner. He has still 
some of the faults of his fighting era. On Thursday 
evening he proceeded to give a little speech em- 
phasised with gesture and voice, although he was 
only replying to a question, and was clearly out of 
order. The dialectician was still too strong within 
him for the passionless terseness in which a Leader 
of the House ought always to clothe his thoughts at 
question-time. But he has grown markedly more 
courteous to opponents, has lost a good deal of the 
harassed look which seemed to haunt him a few 
weeks ago, and actually, at times, gives the impres- 
sion of finding some enjoyment in human existence 
and satisfied ambition. With him also probably the 
secret is that the period of suspense is past, and that 
he now knows the date and the hour of execution. 

Finally, it is becoming tolerably evident that 
the old line of demarcation between the contending 
factions has largely broken down. There is always 
something that touches and exalts the thoughts and 
manners of men in doing things for the last time; 
a farewell is with the most commonplace and the 
least impressionable something to soften and to 
sadden. You will see the effect of this in the 
manner of Members of Parliament to each other. 
Going along the lobbies, you no longer see men pass- 
ing each other with a scowl, as you often do when 
passion runs high and Parliaments are young. 
Events are not discussed with the uproarious 
merriment of the victorious in one group, and the 
subdued despondency of the beaten in the other. 
You rarely now find a group composed of one party 
exclusively. The Tory chats gaily and amicably 
with the Liberal; even the Parnellite may now and 
then be seen in the companionship of a Nationalist, 
though, with Irish insistence of political passion, 
the reconciliation of impending dissolution has 
affected the Irish less than any other party. Mean- 
time the Small Holdings Bill creeps along slowly 
and languidly. A few of the stern band that has 
taken Hodge in its care remain in their places; Mr. 
Chamberlain acts as the fairy godmother, and Mr. 
Chaplin grows more portentous with inflated pride 
and the rectitude of a satisfied conscience. But the 
majority of the House flees at the very mention of 
the Bill; it is in the lobby, in the library, in the 
corridor that the House of Commons now lives and 
moves. And within the last few days of brilliant 
sunshine the terrace has tempted to its smooth and 
lengthy surface the tired-out legislator. Parliament 
eats and drinks, knowing—and delighted to know— 
that to-morrow it dies; but it eats only toast and 
muffins, and its drink is the mild afternoon tea. 


OVER-PRESSURE IN HIGH SCHOOLS. 


HOUGH we had oceasion last week to point to 
one or two fallacies in the address of Sir James 
Crichton Browne to the Medical Society of London, 
on Sex in Education, we are by no means insensible 
to the value and importance of the work to which 
Sir James has devoted himself. Whatever may be 
the relative capacity of the brains of men and 
women, it is quite certain that in neither case can 
over-pressure in youth be productive of any but 
most injurious results; and, unfortunately, at this 
moment there is good reason to believe that it is 


among girls rather than boys that these evil results 
are most common. The High Schools for Girls, 
which are now established institutions amongst us, 
are admirable in their way. They have undoubtedly 
done much to improve the general education of 
women and to give them that fair start in the 
battle of life to which they are entitled. But there 
is clearly some danger of their benefits being to a 
certain extent neutralised by the anxiety of those 
concerned in their management—of the teachers and 
even of the pupils themselves—to attempt too much. 
It is not from Sir James Crichton Browne alone 
that the cry against over-pressure in these schools 
proceeds. More than one correspondent of the press 
has lately drawn attention to some facts which seem 
to offer strong corroboration of Sir James’s theories ; 
whilst most parents of girls attending High Schools 
know that, excellent as the system of tuition in them 
is, and admirable as are the teachers in their devo- 
tion to their duties, the strain of work is in many 
cases far more than a growing girl ought to be 
required to bear. We do not wish to exaggerate the 
extent of the evil, nor would it be right to conceal 
the fact that the Council of the Girls’ Public Day 
Schools Company have devised elaborate regulations 
in order to prevent anything like over-pressure ; 
but the fact remains that in too many of these 
schools the work imposed upon the pupils is 
more than they ought to bear. So far as there is 
blame in the matter, we believe it rests more with 
the Council than with the Headmistresses. Some 
part of it may possibly be apportioned among the 
class teachers, each of whom is naturally desirous 
that her pupils should shine in the particular 
subjects in which she instructs them. But, on the 
whole, we are inclined to the opinion that it is 
through the desire of the Council to secure too much, 
and to screw up the standard of education to toohigh a 
point, that the unfortunate cases of damaged health 
occur with which so many physicians are familiar. 
For the moment it should be enough to draw atten- 
tion to the subject in order to secure some inquiry 
into the facts on the part of the governing body of 
the schools. That body, we are convinced, can only 
desire the real good of the pupils over whose educa- 
tion they exercise a certain superintendence, and we 
trust that they will take the warning of Sir James 
Crichton Browne seriously, and see in what manner 
and to what degree they can best lessen the pressure 
which weighs injuriously upon many of the girls in 
High Schools. 


RUDOLPHE IN LONDON. 


N a very charming passage in one of his books, 
Mr. P. G. Hamerton dwells on the ideals of the 
intelligent Bohemian, and on his methods of realising 
them. It is several years since I read the book, but 
a couplet which Mr. Hamerton quotes in the passage 
mentioned has ever since been imprinted on my 
memory and appreciation :— 
“Je suis pauvre, trés pauvre, et je vis pourtant fort bien, 
C’est parceque je vis comme les gens de rien.” 

The exponent of this admirable rule of life was, 
I remember, Rudolphe in “ L’honneur et l’argent,” 
whose disciple am I. 

Sainte-Beuve, Mr. R. L. Stevenson tells us, as he 
grew older “ came to regard all experience as a single 
great book in which to study for a few years ere we 
go hence, and it seemed to him all one whether you 
should read in Chapter xx., which is the differential 
calculus, or in Chapter xxxix., which is hearing 
the band play in the gardens.” Take these two 
passages together, and what a satisfying scheme of 
life may a poor man fashion for himself in London. 
A poor man, who values his leisure as the one pearl 
of great price, who is susceptible to select sights and 
sounds, and to the deprivation of them—how is such 
a one to order his life? Let him keep his poverty, 
if thereby he keep his leisure, if thereby he guard 
his susceptibilities to fair impressions undulled. 
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Being a poor man, live like a poorer—in London. 
Read from Chapter xxxix.—in London. For where 
else shall such a man seek for fulness of life? The 
kaleidoscopic variety of the streets by day and by 
night ; the triumph of finding a little French restaur- 
ant, where one may dine better and more cheaply 
than at that other which Rudolphe is so proud of 
having discovered ; the expanse of green parks, now 
flecked with flame-like crocuses, and soon to be 
heavy with the scent of the may; the etchings in 
the printsellers’ windows; the yellow daffodils in 
the market, and at the street corners; the flash of 
a laughing face at a carriage window; the broad 
white Embankment and the great river. Will it be 
thought trivial or impertinent if I record a fragment 
in the life of one who buys freedom with frugality, 
and that right gladly ? 

The other day I stood on the pier at Charing 
Cross awaiting the Chelsea steamer. It was warm 
and bland as a day in June. Directly overhead the 
sky was blue and lucent, but nearer the grossness 
of earth there hung a crepuscule born of the heat, 
and the river, and the city’s breath, which softened 
the hard outlines of the buildings of toil on the far 
bank. The huge forms of lighters came looming up 
through the haze; the figures of the men leaning 
athwart their long oars, and slowly pacing forward 
up the deck, were full of the grace of movement and 
momentariness. Against the southern shore lay a 
number of craft of all sizes, bestowing that inexplic- 
able but none the less real pleasure which we find 
in the vision of masts and cordage. Wherein 
lies the charm? Mr. Wyllie knows it, and realises 
it for us; it finds its most perfect expression in 
some of Mr. Whistler's etchings. A couple of poles 
at different angles rise from the smooth water, the 
one long, bisecting the sky, the other shorter, and 
between them the indolent curve of a slack rope. 
Wherein lies the charm? The sun had three parts 
run his course, and struck diamond flashes from the 
lamps on the northern end of Waterloo Bridge, and 
from the side windows of the hansoms which flitted 
along the Embankment. The long ripples of the 
flowing tide swayed and shimmered, and gleams of 
light played upon the wet sweeps as they were 
lifted from the water. The tide was flowing with a 
fascinating power and certitude. The smoke from 
the fretful steam-tugs rose in greyish white wreaths 
against the blue-grey background of mist, and 
darker smoke swathed the uncompromising stern- 
ness of the tall shot-tower opposite. Through the 
hideous pillars of Hungerford Bridge one could see 
its neighbour of Westminster, in spring and lightness 
a vision of grace, thanks to the contrast and the 
pearly atmosphere. 

I look down-stream again. The red of our 
steamer's hull and funnel flushes the haze, and is 
immediately afterwards formulated distinctly as the 
boat approaches Waterloo Bridge. The funnel dips 
with an apparently reflex action as it shrinks from 
the massive arch, and soon the Kaiser is alongside 
our pier, churning up the flotsam and jetsam which 
have come up from below bridges, and which in the 
fulness of time shall thither return. And so we go 
up-stream, past the beautiful terrace of the Houses 
of Parliament—along which a Thames Conservancy 
boat is creeping, a black and watchful object—across 
to Doulton’s great works, and then back to skirt the 
grim walls of Millbank, pregnant with the essential 
hopelessness of a prison. Ahead of us a big smack 
from Faversham is making good way. Two large 
sails, the one russet, the other a dingy grey, are 
spread goosewing to catch the breeze, which is now 
dead aft. As we pass higher, the mist over the river 
widens its domain, till at length we seem to be head- 
ing for the illimitable ocean. Suddenly, like a vast 
spider’s web, the great tubular pillars, girders, and 
intersecting ironwork of Chelsea Bridge are stamped 
through the uncertainty beyond, and we are at our 
journey’s end. 

“ Je suis pauvre, trés pauvre, et je vis pourtant fort bien, 
C’est parceque je vis comme les gens ss rien.” 


FENELON. 


HIS prelate was a tall, thin man, of a goodly 
shape, with a big nose, eyes through which 

the mind poured in a torrent, and a countenance of 
which I never saw the like, and which, once seen, 
was never forgotten. It blended every quality, even 
the most opposite. It had gravity and gallantry, 
seriousness and gaiety; in it you were aware of 
doctor, bishop, and fine gentleman at once: what 
was most conspicuous in it, as in his whole person, 
was thought, wit, the graces, decency, and, above all, 
nobility. It required an effort to cease looking at 
him.” So wrote Saint-Simon of Fénelon: and M. 
Paul Janet, in the monograph he has devoted to the 
great Archbishop of Cambrai in the series of “ Les 
Grands Ecrivains Francais” (Paris: Hachette), has 
little difficulty in showing that Fénelon’s genius was, 
like his person, a combination of contraries. An 
“ancient” and a “modern,” a Christian and a Pagan, 
mystic and mundane, familiar and lofty, gentle and 


headstrong, natural and subtle, Fénelon seems to M. 


Janet one of the most original figures the Catholic 
Church has ever produced. 

To be named Frangois de Salignac de la Mole 
Fénelon was, obviously, to come of an ancient stock. 
He was born in 1651, educated at the University of 
Cahors, and entered the priesthood from the seminary 
of Saint-Sulpice. After some years of obscurity as 
the almoner of a Paris convent, he won the notice of 
the Court and the great world by his treatise, “Sur 
l'éducation des filles.” The book revealed ideas on 
that subject which even now would be called liberal, 
It was based on the conception of the nobility of 
woman, and on the view that a true system of 
education employs reason, not authority. Virtue was 
to be associated in the child's mind with pleasure. 
“Mingle instruction with amusement; let wisdom 
show itself at intervals, and with a joyous counten- 
ance. Should the child get asad and sombre idea 
of virtue all is lost.” These were by no means 
commonplaces in the seventeenth century. Fénelon 
even anticipated Mr. Barlow’s trick with Masters 
Sandford and Merton, of improving the occasion. 
“In the country children see a mill, and ask what it 
is. Explain to them the preparation of the food 
which nourishes mankind. They see reapers in the 
fields. Tell them how wheat is sown and multi- 
plies.” He knew what little girls are made of: and 
it was not the sugar and spice and all that’s nice of 
which the nursery rhyme speaks. “Girls are born,” 
said he, “with a violent desire to please; they are 
passionately fond of fine clothes; a cap, a bit of 
ribbon, a lock of hair worn longer or shorter, the 
choice of a colour, these things are for them a 
serious business.” He did not, however, after the 
fashion of a more modern ecclesiastic known to 
Mr. Samuel Weller, senior, condemn these things as 
“wanity.” He only asked for a little better taste. 
“I would I could persuade young girls to see the 
noble simplicity which appears in the statues of 
Greek and Roman women; in these they would see 
how locks tied negligently behind the head and full 
floating draperies, with long folds, are agreeable and 
majestic.” This was to foresee the neo-classic 
ladies of the Directoire, if not the nymphs of 
Bedford Park and the Grosvenor Gallery. 

Fénelon soon had an opportunity of putting his 
liberal theories of education into practice. He was 
chosen for tutor to the young Duke of Burgundy, 
and in the end converted a child whom Saint-Simon 
describes as a young demon into a “verray parfit 
gentle” prince. From this post he passed to the 
Archbishopric of Cambrai, and, as the spiritual 
director of Madame de Maintenon, his fortune 
seemed assured. Unhappily he was induced to 
espouse the cause of another lady of the Court, 
Madame Guyon, a theologian in petticoats whose 
theories of “ quietism,” adopted from Molinos, had 
developments which medical science nowadays would 
not hesitate to trace to hysteria. This lady’s pro- 
ceedings scandalised the Church, provoked the 
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censure of Bossuet, the interference of the King, and 
ultimately of the Pope. An angry controversy 
ensued between the Archbishop of Cambrai and the 
famous Bishop of Meaux; and there was a plentiful 
utterance of those plain truths which seldom fail 
to be forthcoming when saintly persons disagree. 
Bossuet went so far as to call Fénelon “a perfect 
hypocrite.” Fénelon retorted that he was really 
sorry for Bossuet. On the whole, the Archbishop 
seems to have had the best of the quarrel on paper, 
but Bossuet had the King for his backer, and his 
rival’s career was practically atanend. Bidden to 
retire to his diocese, Fénelon never returned to 
Court, and died, a few months before the King who 
had exiled him, in 1715. 

The succeeding century reverenced him as a per- 
fect type of liberal Churchman, an apostle of tolera- 
tion, even as a Voltairean before Voltaire. Chénier 
devoted a tragedy to him, and La Harpe an academic 
eulogy. To us he is chiefly known as the author of 
“Télémaque,” a sort of prose sequel to the “ Odyssey,” 
in which the adornment of the tale is too frequently 
sacrificed to the desire of pointing a moral. Bossuet, 
of course, called it “a frivolous work, unworthy 
of a priest.” That, doubtless, explains its popu- 
larity in its own day—that, and the general 
belief that it was a veiled satire on the govern- 
ment of Louis XIV. To-day we shall probably 
find more entertainment in reading his “ Lettre 
& lAcadémie Francaise,” which is a masterpiece 
of literary criticism. Its author had the origin- 
ality, remarkable in a Frenchman, to _ protest 
against rhyme as more harmful than helpful to 
poetry. In pointing out the excessive import- 
ance assigned by it to the one passion of love, 
he put his finger on a weak’ spot of French 
tragedy. Though he admired the great national 
comic poet and praised him finely—“ encore une 
fois,” he repeats, “je le trouve grand ’—he had 
the candour to admit that Moliére “ exaggerated his 
characters to please the pit.” On history he held the 
view, which Professor Mahaffy and others may 
think a counsel of perfection, that the historian 
should be “of no country and of no time.” Alto- 
gether, as acritic he was far in advance of his time. 
M. Janet’s book is pleasantly and modestly—for an 
Academician, almost humbly—written. 


THE NEW ARCHITECTURE. 


N architectural renaissance is abroad. The 
phrase may seem somewhat extravagant, and 
yet it seems impossible to drive along the Chelsea 
Embankment, where beautiful Anglo-Dutch houses 
look out on the river, through perfect Cadogan 
Gardens, through the lovely district of Pont Street, 
passing out by Egerton Gardens, and round the 
red turning of the Fulham Road, contrasting so 
markedly with the grey hideousness of Alexander 
Square, without coming to the conclusion that an 
architectural renaissance is abroad. If the London 
excursionist still doubts, I will ask him to follow 
the course of the Cromwell Road until he is 
convinced. 

For nearly a century vain efforts have been in 
progress to revive the Gothic, to adapt dead liturgies 
in stone to modern requirements. But the revivalists 
have failed everywhere, even in churches where legi- 
timate hopes of success might have been held, and 
the poor Gothic villa is like a Gregorian chant on a 
penny whistle. It is a maimed, ridiculous thing 
in itself, and the beauty of our great elms and 
our dim and misty meadows it most unmercifully 
jars. <A building is not a thing in a frame like a 
picture, or, perhaps, I should say it is a thing framed 
in the surrounding landscape, and if it is not in har- 
mony and sympathy with its frame it does not 
achieve its mission. A wise architect who goes 
down to the country to build studies the farm- 
houses and whatever ruins there may be about ; he 


strives for appropriateness, considering the building 
as a natural consequence rather than as an abstract 
and separate thing. This is our new and rational 
theory of architecture. But for more than half a 
century the aim of architects has been a vain effort 
to adapt mullioned windows to patent blinds and 
modern water-spouts. We know with what results. 
The new Law Courts are little more than a monu- 
ment of dismal pedantry. I will ask him who 
thinks the clock tower at Westminster a success to 
go into Westminster Hall and breathe for a moment 
the great breath of solemnity and grandeur that 
every rafter exhales. After five minutes in that 
august hall the modern Gothic will seem to him so 
much pastry-cook ornamentation and cut-paper em- 
bellishment. The so-called Gothic revival culminated 
in the Albert Memorial. The horrors of this monument 
were necessary to convince us of the impossibility 
of Gothic architecture. Then it became clear that 
we might as well strive to bend the Latin language 
to the purpose of novels and newspapers as to adapt 
Gothic to our modern ideas and requirements. Alter 
the ancient phrase and you inevitably fall into a 
barbarism ; copy an ancient phrase you may, you 
may copy a second and fit the two together, but you 
can do no more than move the ancient phrases to and 
fro. And centuries of pedants have wasted their 
lives in such fruitless toil,a wiring dead bones— 
horrid articulated skeletons are all they have pro- 
duced. And so have hundreds of churches been 
built ; some are barbarisms, some pedantic parodies ; 
in no single one is there the spirit of life. 

This new Anglo-Dutch architecture may be un- 
suitable to public buildings; but my concern here 
is entirely with domestic architecture, and the 
Anglo-Dutch seems to me more suitable than any- 
thing we have had since the Elizabethans. That 
Wren and Inigo Jones designed some beautiful 
private houses is as certain as that Reynolds and 
Gainsborough painted some beautiful pictures. But 
the painters seem to me to have held a distinct 
advantage over the architects. For, while the 
painters were working in the security of an excel- 
lent method, the architects were merely exercising 
their individual genius in various foreign styles, none 
of which, as time has shown, was in sufficient natural 
sympathy with our race to catch root and become, in 
a modified form, native of the land. I will yield to 
no one in my admiration of St. Paul's, but is it 
characteristic of England? And the beautiful 
houses which Wren and Inigo Jones built in 
provincial town and country-side are all charming 
exotics, exquisite embodiments of individual genius, 
in which, however, the genius of the race does 
not seem to happen. And lavish as we may be in 
our admiration for these gems of foreign culture, 
we find ourselves forced to admit that they are 
strange in the landscape, and suit it only as a 
French fashion may lend an unexpected interest to 
an English face and figure. But when our Anglo- 
Dutch houses appear the effect on the landscape is 
the very reverse: at once it becomes more intimate, 
more familiar, and more penetratingly English. 
Suddenly our swards seem clothed in their native 
garment. The picturesqueness of these houses is 
obvious, but their attraction lies deeper: in an 
instinctive sense of an England of long ago, and 
they stir long buried and nearly dead inheritances 
of original race and climate. 

I think I have argued in these columns—I 
certainly have argued elsewhere—that all that is 
worthy and vital in our art came to us from 
Holland. So long as we were faithful to the Dutch 
tradition our art remained strong and firm; but 
in the beginning of this century we began to turn 
our eyes towards France, and just as Italian 
influence destroyed Dutch art at the end of the 
seventeenth century, so has French influence de- 
stroyed English art at the end of the nineteenth 
century. The Dutch graft alone succeeded with 
us; Dutch genius we alone seem capable of as- 
similating and adapting to our use. And the 
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red-brick houses which we are building to-day 
are no more slavish imitations of the houses in 
Rotterdam than the art of Crome is a slavish 
imitation of Hobbema’s. We are bringing into 
our adaptation of Dutch architecture the same 
kind of originality which we brought into our 
adoption of Dutch art. Bedford Park was our 
first attempt; there the imitation was too close, 
and a certain rigidity and self-consciousness is 
the result. Cadogan Gardens and Pont Street 
are freer in style, and all over the country this 
architecture is going, each architect varying it 
according to the bent of his talent; and it seems to 
me that we are nearer to-day to possessing a 
national architecture than we have ever been before. 
At any moment public taste may change, and the 
fashion to-morrow may be for classic porticoes. But 
if taste does not change, this end of the century 
will be remembered for a new and beautiful style of 
domestic architecture. We may even succeed in pro- 
ducing some perfect specimens in this style. The 
style is not yet formed, but it is forming, and 
what is desirable is that architects should not yet 
trouble themselves about ornamentation, but rather 
strive to arrive at some perfect scale of proportion, 
studying the relations of doors and windows; and 
these successfully established, each succeeding 
architect will add something, and so once again a 
new and definite style of architecture will be con- 
structed. 

And not for itself alone it is to be hoped that the 
new architecture will remain in fashion. It can 
bring in its train much new decoration in painting 
and in sculpture. The very existence of the decora- 
tive painter and sculptor depends on the architect. 
The architect ordains their talents as he pleases. 
As the dance must follow the music, their work must 
follow his. Hitherto painters and sculptors have 
been compelled by the architect to suppress all that 
might be original in them. Think of the fetters that 
the Gothic imposes! I say “fetters,” because 
“limitations” would compromise my meaning. All 
art is limited and conditioned, but a fetter is 
different, and the fetters that have been cast on our 
decorative artists are archeology, local colour, and 
all the thousand links and rivets assembled in the 
phrase “of the period.” Once that imposition is 
made art is at an end, and its place is taken by 
the equivalent of the Latin exercise: the artist 
has begun to write in a dead language, and his 
thoughts come stillborn out of it. But the new 
architecture having no tradition, will allow both 
painter and sculptor to exercise what fancy they 
have. These decorations may be exquisite—they 
must be homely, and the very condition of homeli- 
ness will help to bring out all possible character and 
individuality that the style is capable of. It will 
not be a grand style, that is most certain: art will 
never be grand again, for life has ceased to be grand: 
but it will not be parody. G. M. 


THE DRAMA. 


“ RICHELIEU” REVIVED. 


T is impossible to see Lord Lytton’s Richelieu 

without wishing it had been written by Dumas. 
Its subject was ready to hand in the pages of 
Anguetil, one of the few books, according to his 
own admission, Alexander the Great ever really 
read, and the source of all his pseudo-historical 
dramas, from Henri III. et sa Cour onwards. It 
was essentially a Romantic subject, giving an air 
of plausibility to that “great man theory” of 
history which all the Romantics blindly accepted ; 
and the master of the Romantics was the very man 
to deal with it. Treated in the true Romantic 
method, it would have been a play of plot. Plot 
and plenty of it—often, to be sure, a very poor thing 
in quality, but a thing always substantial, always 


succi plenum—that was the strong point of nearly all 
the Romantics, and it was quite the strongest point 
of Dumas. We may, and do, smile now at _ his 
fantasticated characters, at the rather too large 
utterance of his dialogue, but we must still 
admire his power as a story-teller and his resolute 
policy of always having a story to tell. Now 
Lytton’s Richelieu was written under the impulse 
of the Romantic movement; it went for its facts to 
Dumas’s favourite Anquetil; it was composed under 
the very eye, and with the express approval, of a 
great Romantic, Alfred de Vigny, whose own Cing- 
Mars had already (and here, of course, we have the 
reason of Dumas’s avoidance of the theme) put 
Richelieu upon the stage. But while he imitated 
with servile fidelity all the weaknesses of the 
Romantics, their bombast, their puerile humour, 
their ludicrous distortions of character, Lytton 
neglected their redeeming quality, strength of plot. 
In Richelieu there is abundance of incident, nay, 
superabundance—Thackeray complained of its “ dis- 
agreeable bustle and petty complications of intrigue” 
—but plot there is none. Parodying Churchill, one 
might say— 

Whoever read this Richelieu but swore 

The author wrote as man ne’er wrote before ? 

Others for plots and under-plots may call ; 

Here’s Lytton’s method—have no plot at all, 

What is the main plot of Richelieu? Is it the 
love affair of Mauprat and Julie? No, for that only 
exists as a pretext for two of Richelieu’s pic- 
turesque poses—Richelieu undismayed by Mauprat’s 
dagger, Richelieu drawing the sacred circle of the 
Church round Julie. Is it the adventure of Francois 
and the lost packet? No, for that is only a pretext 
for Richelieu’s final pose — Richelieu turning the 
tables on his enemies. Is it the struggle between 
Richelieu and Baradas? Again no, for Baradas is 
but a pedestal upon which Richelieu strikes more 
attitudes—Richelieu shamming death and Richelieu 
(as in the schoolboy trick of “ behind thee stalks 
the headsman!”) making someone an April fool. 
Richelieu, then, is not a play of plot, but a 
play of character; and this, as was bound to 
happen to a play drawing its inspiration from 
the French Romantics, has proved fatal to it. 
For it puts the play in a false position, tempts us 
to consider it seriously, gives it an air of making an 
intellectual appeal—an appeal the Romantics were 
never so ill-advised as to make. Of course, this 
chameleon-cardinal is not to be taken seriously. 
Such a compound of the “statesman and buffoon” 
may exist in a Dryden’s line, but is not in nature. 
Macready himself was fain to admit (in his diary) 
that the character was not “ servatus ad imum.” 
For my part, I suspect this Richelieu of Lytton’s to 
bear as little resemblance to the real Cardinal as the 
Cromwell of Messrs. George R. Sims and Robert 
Buchanan bears to the real Lord Protector. 

The noteworthy thing is that Lytton’s contem- 
poraries took the play very seriously indeed. A 
vivid description of the first performance of Richelieu 
on a March night in 1839 is on record from the pen 
of the late Dr. Westland Marston, which shows that 
a torrent of enthusiasm burst forth that would have 
been somewhat excessive on the first night of Hamlet. 
Even so sagacious a critic as Robert Browning seems 
tohave surrendered his judgment overthisplay; afact 
of which I happen to have rathercuriousconfirmation. 
Browning was one of a select committee to whom 
Macready read the play. “I told them,” writes the 
actor, “that no one must speak during the process ; 
gave pencils and paper to each, with which they 
were severally to write down their opinions. The 
play was listened to with the deepest interest, and 
the opinions, all of which were favourable, were 
given in.” Against this entry, I find in my copy of 
Macready’s “ Reminiscences ” the following marginal 
note pencilled by a former (unknown) proprietor of 
the book :— 

“ When I met R. B. at dinner in 1885, I heard him 
speak of this incident. He told the assembled 
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company that he wrote on his slip of paper, ‘ The 
play’s the thing.’” 

As I write I take up a newspaper report of last 
Saturday’s revival of the piece, and the very first 
sentence which catches my eye is: “Of course the 
play is not the thing.” The reason why a mere 
journalist of to-day is so much more difficult to 
please in the matter of Richelieu than was a Robert 
Browning half a century ago is obvious. Historical 
plays always age rapidly, because, over and above 
the short-lived fashions of drama, they suffer from 
the still shorter-lived fashions of history. For the 
contemporaries of the Romantics Anquetil was a 
plausible historian. For us he is not. 

But though we of the audience cannot now take 
Richelieu seriously, that is no reason why its actors 
should not. A romantic, bombastic, “ flamboyant” 
play should be played flamboyantly, or not at all. 
It is a case, as M. Sarcey would say, for le panache, 
the plume: and you cannot swagger successfully with 
a plume in your hat if you are afraid people will 
notice it—like the “reduced” gentlewoman who 
cried matches in the street and “hoped nobody 
would hear” her. To play Richelieu sceptically and 
half-heartedly would be to ruin it. Mr. Irving, then, 
takes it all with perfect seriousness, insists that his 
company shall do the same, and the result is a 
thoroughly enjoyable performance. It has been 
suggested, I see, that Mr. Irving is not really 
serious: that he is only “flamboyant,” only swag- 
gering with the romantic “panache,” only laying 
on his colours with a trowel, in order to please 
the pit and gallery; it is implied that he him- 
self knows better, and takes Lytton’s rodomontade 
and rhetoric for the rubbish it really is. But this is 
to assume that the actor has the same sort of 
intelligence as the critic: an incorrect assumption, I 
submit, except in the case of bad actors—or bad 
critics. I do not, for my part, believe that Mr. 
Irving's exploits in the way of prolonging vowels, his 
“ Ro-o-omes” and “ fai-ai-ai-ails” and “ fee-ee-eets,” 
are calculated concessions to “the acoustic of the 
theatre.” He is too obviously sincere, too full of 
enjoyment, in 

** Mouthing out his hollow oes and aes’ 


for that. No; he does it, I think, to please himself. 
He is “abounding in his own sense.” It is all a part 
of the “ panache,” which he wears, rot as an arti- 
ficial feather, but naturally, as a bird wears its 
plumage. He is employed in a play of exaggerated 
romance, he plays it in the key of romantic exaggera- 
tion—and he plays it admirably, for he is by tem- 
perament a romantic of the romantics. 
A. B. W. 


THE WEEK. 


AMONG the discussions on Pitt's policy towards 
the French Revolution called out by Lorp Rossr- 
BERY’S: biography, we have not observed any 
reference to an exceedingly important passage in 
the memoirs of the BARON DE BARANTE, embodying 
a statement made to him by M. Maret, afterwards 
Duc DE BASSANO, who was sent on a mission into 
England shortly before the outbreak of hostilities: 
“A ce moment, il était encore possible d’éviter la 
guerre avec l’Angleterre, en renongant a la conquéte 
de la Hollande. DwuMmovurRtiez, LEBRUN, et des gens 
raisonnables, encore membres du gouvernement, part- 
ageaient cetavis. La grande majoritédela Convention, 
les Girondins surtout, demandaient la guerre univer- 
selle et la suppression des rois. Ce fut dans ces circon- 
stances que M. MARET partit pour Il’ Angleterre sans 
espérances de réussir; car, & supposer que Pitt 
désirat le maintien de la paix, la France ne la 
voulait pas. M. MARET en avait la certitude; mais 
il était heureux de profiter de cette occasion pour 
revoir une émigrée qu'il aimait beaucoup. C'est de 
lui que je tiens le récit de ce voyage... . II se 


trouva ainsi en bons rapports avec la société émigrée, 
Elle disait du bien de lui, et n’entendait pas qu’on 
le confondit avec les autres agens frangais. M. 
PITT, qui n’avait aucune confiance dans l’ambas- 
sade de la république, et qui ne la reconnaissait pas 
comme représentant la France, souhaita de voir 
secrétement M. MARET. II lui parla avec franchise 
de son désir de conserver la paix, il prévoyait avec 
effroi et affliction les aléas d’une guerre qui serait 
universelle et indéfinie dans sa durée, guerre d’ex- 
termination, la France et l’Europe continentale 
épuiseraient leurs forces et leurs finances. A cette 
triste prophétie, M. MARET n’avait rien A répondre, 
car il n’était pas autorisé & promettre que la Hol- 
lande ne serait pas envahie. Dans une seconde con- 
versation PiTT ajouta: ‘ Vous voyez bien que nous 
n’avons rien & nous dire. La Convention juge le roi 
et le condamnera. I] s’élévera en Angleterre un cri 
d'indignation, l'accord sera établi entre les Whigs et 
les Tories.’ 


AN interesting pamphlet on the subject of the 
wreck of the Birkenhead, issued in connection with 
Mr. THoMAS HENRY’s picture, now being exhibited 
by Messrs. GRAVES of Pall Mall, recalls the fact that 
no full history of the circumstances under which the 
ill-fated ship went out from England and went down 
off the Cape has ever yet been published. The story 
of the main incident has been told again and again 
since the year 1852, when it occurred; and everyone 
knows how the soldiers on board the troopship were 
called to arms by beat of drum and kept in line until 
the women and children had been sent off in the few 
available boats and the vessel was on the point of 
sinking. But everyone does not know that the 
troops on board belonged to some dozen different 
regiments ; though, at the critical moment, they held 
as compactly together as though they had all been long 
under the orders of the officer, COLONEL SETON, of the 
74th Highlanders, who now commanded. Nor has 
it before been told how a party of the 73rd 
volunteered to go below in order to stop the leak ; 
all to perish in the attempt. CAPTAIN SHELTON, of 
the 9th Lancers, threw his horse overboard and, 
swimming to the shore, a distance of two miles, 
found the faithful animal on the beach waiting to 
receive him. Another officer had nearly reached 
land, when he was picked up by one of the boats. 
But a swimmer in the last stage of exhaustion was 
now come up with; whereupon to make room for 
him, the officer jumped into the sea—to be snapped 
up, the moment afterwards, by a shark. 


FORTHCOMING books that may be classed together 
are Mr. CurRzon’s work on Persia, which has been in 
preparation for three years; Mr. WARBURTON 
Pike’s “ The Barren Ground of Northern Canada” 
(MACMILLAN), an account of an adventurous sporting 
expedition in that little-known region; and MR. 
GILBERT PARKER'S “Round the Compass in Aus- 
tralia” (HUTCHINSON), comprising a general view 
of Australian affairs brought up to date. 


NEW novels promised are “ A Modern Dick Whit- 
tington” (CASSELL), by Mr. JAMES PAayn; “In a Fool’s 
Paradise” (WARD & DowNEY), by Mr. H. B. 
Fintay Knicut; “A Modern Bridegroom” (F. V. 
WHITE), by Mrs. ALEXANDER FRASER; and “ The 
Naulahka” (HEINEMANN), by Mr. R. KIpLine and 
Mr. BALESTIER. Some of Mr. BALESTIER’S short 
stories will be published immediately by Mr. 
HEINEMANN under the title of “The Average 
Woman.” Messrs. Oscoop, McILvains & Co. 
have in the press a volume of translations from 
M. Pavut BovurGet, by Mr. JoHN Gray, who is 
already known as a charming translator, and will 
shortly be known as an original writer of great 
promise. A fourth edition of Mr. BArRRizE’'s “ Little 
Minister” is in the press, and will be ready in a few 
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days. Scotch and English people everywhere are 
reading Mr. BARRIE's book: a new edition is already 
required for the Colonies. 


THERE is a promising sound about the title of 
Mr. HEINEMANN’S new series, “‘The Great Educators.” 
It should help to allay the hunger and thirst for 
knowledge and culture of the vast multitudes of 
young men and maidens which our educational 
system turns out yearly, provided at least with an 
appetite for instruction. PROFESSOR DAVIDSON'S 
Aristotle, and the Ancient Educational Ideals,” and 
the Rev. THomas HuaGues's “Loyola, and the 
Educational System of the Jesuits,” will be the first 
issues of the new series. 


AMONG miscellaneous announcements wemay men- 
tion “ Essex: its Highways, Byways, and Waterways ” 
(LAWRENCE & BULLEN), written and illustrated 
by Mr. C. R. B. Barrett; “ Distinction; and the 
Criticism of Beliefs’? (LONGMANS), by Mr. ALFRED 
SIpGWICK; and “ Res Judicata ” (STOCK), a new volume 
of essays by the author of “ Obiter Dicta.” An 
authorised translation of PROFESSOR GODET's “ Intro- 
duction to the New Testament” will be published by 
J. & J. CLark, of Edinburgh. 


M. JuLes CLARETIE’s “L’Américaine” is charm- 
ing, amusing, and sometimes pathetic. Evidently 
America sends only its loveliest women to Paris. 
“Lettres de Femmes,” by M. MARCEL PREVOST, con- 
tains a number of stories, told in correspondence, 
two or three of which are masterpieces, and all full 
of talent. There has been nothing quite so happy 
in the same form since “ Le Paquet de Lettres” of 
GUSTAVE Droz. M. Lupovic HALEvy’s “ Karikari” 
consists of stories about duchesses, demi-mondaines, 
and strolling players—the last predominating. The 
book is in M. HALEVy's best manner. 


But why has M. HALfivy gone back upon his 
word? Two years ago he announced his intention 
of giving up writing altogether. Declarations of in- 
tended retirement from public life have often been 
made by literary men, politicians, and singers—to be 
broken within a year and aday ; but we had learned 
to trust M. HaLfvy, believing in his tact and self- 
knowledge. Although at an age when some men 
have only begun to do their best work, when he told 
us that he meant to withdraw from both the fields 
in which he had won so many laurels he obtained 
our implicit belief; we felt sure that he retired—not 
upon any pique or passing disgust, but upon a well- 
grounded understanding of his own intention, and a 
knowledge that he had said as well as he could all 
he had to say—written his best drama and told his 
best story. M. HALfvy disappoints us; but such a 
book as “ Karikari” is a pleasant disappointment. 


Our Copenhagen correspondent writes that Dr. 
GrorG BRANDES will probably, after all, remain 
there, as neither the offer from Chicago nor the one 
from Christiania is quite to his liking. In the latter 
place BJGRNSTJERNE BJORNSON is apparently throw- 
ing his influence in the balance against DR. BRANDES, 
with whom he differs on certain moral issues. 


Ecuipses of the moon, even if they are only 
partial ones, are always observed with the greatest 
interest. Our explanation of these eclipses is so 
simple that it seems curious that men’s minds in 
former times should have been so much affected by 
them. Yet even to-day the Chinese hold some very 
funny ideas on the subject—in which dragons have 


Ir housekeepers are in earnest in wishing to benefit the unemployed in East 
London, they should buy Bryant & May's Matches, and refuse the foreign matches 
which are depriving the workers in East London of a large amount in weekly wages. 


a prominent place. The eclipse of Wednesday 
evening was only a partial one, the moon simply 
grazing and not completely entering the earth’s 
shadow. The ruddy appearance that she puts 
on when under these conditions has been very 
variously explained, but it now seems clear that 
it is due to the passage of sunlight through our 
atmosphere in its journey towards the moon. Just 
in the same way as our sunsets are red, so, from the 
moon’s point of view, her sunset, at the time of an 
eclipse, is red also. Another very curious fact that 
has often been noticed is that during some eclipses 
the moon has been visible for the whole period of 
totality, while during others she has completely dis- 
appeared. A satisfactory explanation of this has, as 
far as we know, not yet been given; but a very 
likely suggestion has been put forward in which the 
periodical variations in the atmosphere of the sun 
play an important part. 


AT LANDER’s marble works in the Harrow Road, 
close to the entrance of Kensal Green Cemetery, may 
be seen a marble cross which has a very pathetic 
history. It was designed by Mr. CAsHeL Hory for 
his child’s grave at Boulogne; it is to be placed 
above his own at Malvern. 


BEsIDES LoRD BRAMWELL, whose career is noticed 
at length elsewhere, the obituary since our last issue 
has included the names of GENERAL GRESSER, 
Prefect of St. Petersburg; M. BARoss y BELLUz, 
the Hungarian Minister of Commerce and introducer 
of the famous “zone system” of railway rates; 
PROFESSOR A. W. VON HOFMANN, of Berlin, who 
had held appointments at our own Mint and 
Royal School of Mines some thirty years ago, 
whose reputation in the department of organic 
chemistry was world-wide, and whose services 
to applied science have been conspicuously mani- 
fested in the production of aniline dyes; Dr. 
JAMES THOMSON, formerly Professor of Civil 
Engineering at the University of Glasgow; Sir 
HENRY HARRISON, a distinguished Indian civilian, 
and Chairman from 1881 to 1890 of the Calcutta 
Corporation; the Rev. W. WELDON CHAMPNEYsS, 
Honorary. Canon of Manchester, a well-known 
Evangelical ; M. HENRI GREVIN, the caricaturist and 
founder of a Parisian analogue to MADAME Tus- 
saupD's; M. ERNEST GUIRAUD, the composer; MR. 
JAMES GRONDIE, the builder of the Royal William, 
the first steamer that ever crossed the Atlantic ; and 
Mrs. SALE BARKER, the authoress. 


STATE INTERVENTION IN ITALY. 


FLORENCE, May 9. 

TALY, as at present constituted, is rapidly trans- 
forming itself into a State where middle-class 
Socialism reigns supreme and in which all action is 
being entirely absorbed by Government. It is there- 
fore not uninteresting to study these manifestations, 
since they can furnish us with some idea of the class 
of inconveniences, to use a mild term, that would 
arise in the future were society constituted upon 
a Socialistic basis. Politicians in the American sense 
of the word are to be found all the world over; they 
flourish especially in the United States and in Aus- 
tralia, but the mischief they work is nowhere so 
great as in Italy. The causes for this fact are many. 
Apart from the greater energy of the Anglo-Saxon 
races, which do not suffer a politician to get the upper 
hand, the chief cause of difference existing between 
those countries and Italy is to be found in the fact 
that in the United States and in Australia the greater 
number of the citizens are entirely independent of 
the Government as regards their fortunes and their 
future, whereas in Italy the hopes and fears of all 
men, almost without exception, are concentrated on 
the action of the State. Landed proprietors look to 
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that abstract entity, the State, to legislate with a 
view to raising the price of corn, rice, oil, and other 
products of their soil; manufacturers build all their 
hopes upon protection; capitalists know that the 
banks of issue and all public works are wholly 
dependent on the State, which is equally able to 
ruin an enterprise or to make it prosper, according 
as to whether it is directed by friends or antagonists 
of the Government. And even those who are in no 
direct dependence upon the State, like the wine- 
growers for example, must beware lest they place 
themselves in opposition to the Government, which 
may easily sacrifice their interests when formulating 
commercial treaties, giving the preference, say, to 
those manufactures whose owners happen to be 
their friends. 

It is on a soil thus prepared that the professional 
politician grows and prospers. Of course, there are 
politicians and politicians, and they belong to differ- 
ent social classes, but all are allied together by 
certain social links, reminding us strangely of the 
fraternity that obtained in the ancient feudal 
system. At the summit of this hierarchy we find 
the deputies; beneath them are the influential 
electors ; then follow persons of less value, who form 
a species of clientela for political men, very similar 
to that of ancient Rome. The deputy is the prin- 
cipal person, through whose intervention the 
Government bestows its favours upon its citizens; 
the business of the influential elector is to assure 
his friend’s election; he must, therefore, pro- 
tect and benefit his parasites. These benefits 
are of various kinds. Thus, when the Govern- 
ment, thanks to careful manipulation on the 
part of the deputies, is able to obtain a 
favourable vote from the majority of the deputies 
of a certain district, it will see what it can do in 
return for that district. In this wise the Ministry 
of Crispi caused the banks of issue to give 90,000,000 
francs to the Societa Torinese, which was seriously 
compromised in the financial crisis that had arisen 
owing to over-speculation in house property and in 
building in Rome. Of a less colossal character was 
for instance the custom duty of 2°85 francs per ton 
on steel rails conceded by the Government for the 
benefit of a Venetian company. There are benefits 
still smaller, such as are seen in the concession of 
the licence for carrying arms discussed in the 
Chamber on April 4th. This question was started 
for the benefit of the citizens of Laerro, a small 
place in Sardinia. They had been refused this 
licence every time their syndic asked it of the 
prefect ; but the latter finally conceded it, to enable 
the Government candidate to be elected a deputy. 

Such facts are too generally subjected to a mis- 
taken interpretation. They are really the conse- 
quence of the existing system of government, and 
they would most probably take place in any 
country where a similar system prevailed. No 
matter what party has been in power, it has always 
ended by acting exactly in the same way, as if 
impelled by an irresistible force. This may be 
better understood if we quote an example. 

In all times the party out of power in Italy 
has complained of the interference of the deputies 
in matters of administration. When the ancient 
Right ruled it was reproached with being a 
“consorteria,’ a word which is the Italian equiva- 
lent for a company of log-rollers. An ex-prefect, a 
senator, Signor Zini, published a book, “ Dei criterii 
e dei modi di governo,” in which he revealed a 
number of misappropriations committed by the Gov- 
ernment of the Right, the fact being that the truth 
had dawned on these men since they ceased to be 
in power, and that they reproached their successors 
with their own past misdeeds. Signor Minghetti, a 
former Minister, also wrote a book, entitled “ Political 
Parties and their Interference in Matters of Justice 
and Administration,” in which he described in a 
masterly manner the evil that had fallen upon 
Italy, and which was growing worse as time went 
on. Signor Minghetti said : 


“When a deputy is no longer a representative of principles, 
when he ceases to be urged on by the general interests of the country, 
and becomes an agent for local interests, when he is the patron, the 
protector, and the solicitor of his electors, this is an evident sign that 
corruption is rife. On the other hand, a Minister who cannot sur- 
round himself with a majority to sustain his ideas is forced to make 
up the deficiency by enticing to his side, one by one, the Opposition 
deputies, and this he does by distributing among them honours 
and favours of all kinds.” 


Such are the views expressed by Signor Minghetti 
in the year 1880. Twelve years have passed by since 
those words were written ; we have been governed for 
the last year by Signor Minghetti’s friends. Never- 
theless, Signor Luzzatti and Signor di Rudini, who 
had been among the firmest supporters of the 
Crispi Ministry, caused its fall under the pretext of 
an unkind allusion made by Signor Crispi to Signor 
Minghetti’s Government. The real fact was that 
they had entirely forgotten their master’s words, 
and to such a degree that they even went to the 
length of persecuting those who had the boldness to 
repeat them. 

A distinguished Italian political economist, 
Signor Pantaleone, Director of the Higher School at 
Bari, wrote an article in 1890 in the Giornale degli 
Economisti, in which he pointed out how, in trying to 
regulate the details of commerce, the Government 
effected nothing else but an increasing number of 
misappropriations, and to prove his statement he 
quoted several that had sprung from the drawback 
on spirits of wine. At the time no one took notice 
of the article, and its author would probably have 
got into no trouble whatever if another political 
economist had not mentioned the essay in an article 
published in the Revue des deux Mondes of the 15th 
of October last year. Italian politicians are exceed- 
ingly vain and exceedingly sensitive, and they are so 
more especially with regard to the opinion of the 
foreign Press. They felt much hurt at seeing their 
doings, or misdoings, thus exposed in full daylight 
in one of the principal European reviews. The Gov- 
ernment deliberated how it should parry the blow. 
A senator who in days gone by had firmly sustained 
the Crispi policy, and who has since become Signor 
di Rudini’s partisan, undertook with the aid of a 
French economist to publish an answer in the same 
review. This, however, was not enough. The Italian 
Government at the same time began busily to prose- 
cute the liberal and outspoken political economists. 
Signor Pantaleone has been its first victim. They 
dared not proceed against him in the courts, for 
it was feared that a conviction would be impossible, 
notwithstanding the influence of the Government 
over the magistrates, which is great. So they simply 
accused him before the Council of the School Adminis- 
tration, who, in compliance with the implied desire 
of the Government, hastened to sentence him to be 
reprimanded for having expressed such ill-sounding 
opinions. Signor Pantaleone very naturally resigned 
his post, as he felt was intended and desired. Italian 
politicians have certainly an odd idea of science if 
they are able to think that a Government prosecu- 
tion can oblige an economist to alter his convictions. 

Nor is this an isolated case. Facts of this kind 
take place but too frequently. They are not always 
known to the public, because their victims are often 
insignificant, and because it is not easy to find daily 
occasions for dealing a blow at a man of science so 
eminent as Signor Pantaleone. But, from a purely 
moral standpoint, the injustice is the same whoever 
be the victim, and the results that ensue are very 
serious for the country. 

Signor Minghetti further wrote in the book we 
have already quoted :— 

“We now see the Government offices, whether in the capital or in 
the provincial administrations, besieged by deputies. The unfortunate 


official, like a trembling sparrow, beholds the bird of prey flying 
around his nest, and this sight prevents him from doing his duty.” 


These words were as true at the time they were 
written as they are to-day, and the evil grows com- 
mensurately with the ever-increasing intervention 
of the State in all the concerns of the daily life of 
the people. 
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The English traveller in Italy frequently remarks 
on Italian lack of frankness. It must not, however, 
be supposed that this defect is a national vice. Dis- 
simulation was a sad necessity in the former times 
of despot rule, and such a necessity it still remains 
for any person who cannot or will not expose him- 
self to the wrath of the politicians who rule in the 
stead of the former tyrants. Indeed, few are those 
who can afford to defy their vengeance, and their 
number diminishes daily. ' 

We will forbear for the present to draw any con- 
clusions from the facts we have laid before our 
readers. We would rather prefer to return to the 
theme some other time, furnishing them with yet 
other facts. They will then, we think, be able to 
draw the conclusions for themselves; for the facts, 
we believe, speak with sufficient clearness and 


eloquence. VILFREDO PARETO. 


A WOMAN OF PROPERTY. 


T was one day last autumn when Ann Thomas, 
up at the mill, declared that ‘she wouldn't stan’ 
Thomas Climo no longer,” and putting on her every- 
day bonnet and unhanging her bulging umbrella 
from its hook by the kitchen door, went down to 
“have it out” with him. 

After a preliminary rap with her knuckles on the 
open door-hatch she entered with an air of proprie- 
tresship and a hard look on her furrowed red face, 
which seemed unpromising for Thomas Climo. The 
old man sat at the corner of the deal table drinking 
“kettley broth” from a “ clome”’ basin with a leaden 
spoon, and gazing abstractedly out at the rain. 

“ Well, Thomas Climo,” snapped out Ann Thomas, 
“ good-mornin’; I've come to see ’ee "bout that there 
rent as you ’aven’t paid; ‘tis three quarters owin’ 
now, an’ as I wants it perticklary I'll be obliged eff 
you'll just ’and it over.” 

“Lor, Ann Thomas,” remarked the old man, 
swilling the surface of his broth with his spoon as he 
spoke, “I’m sorry you should a-trubbled to come out 
in this ‘ere mucky weather, cos eff I'd a-had the 
money I should a-brought it to ‘ee; I ’aven’t got it 
by me jus’ now.” 

“Then, I tell ’ee, Thomas Climo,;I baint goin’ to 
wait no longer, so now you d’know; I baint goin’ to 
‘ave my cottages chucked up wi’ men as caent or 
won't pay for their ‘ouse-room, so you kin jus’ turn 
out, neck an’ crop.” 

“ Why, bless my soul, Ann Thomas, what be ‘ee 
thinkin’ *bout? I caent turn out of my ‘ouse like 
that ; you baint reesunabble.” 

“Caent turn out of your ’ouse, do’ee say? why, 
‘tis my ’ouse, an’ so I'll soon Jet ’ee know. Eff you 
don’t pay that there rent by Wensday, out you d’go.” 

“May be I shan’t ‘ave the money quite ’gainst 
Wensday, I’m mortal whisht, and the pains in my 
back is terrible bad. I aint been able to do no work 
for dree weeks now, an’ that makes it ’ard to find 
money for so much as a bit of bread.” 

“T caent ’elp that; the winter’s comin’ on now 
an’ you baint a bit more likely to pay me my rent in 
the winter eff you caent do it in the summer ; where 
do ’ee think you’m goin’ to get money from? Be 
you mazed, Thomas Climo, to think ’tis goin’ to drop 
from the skies?” 

“ You’m a mortal ‘ard woman, that you be. I 
can’t turn out of my ’ome, and I baint a-goin’ to: 
you'll get yer money right enuff, when I ’ear from 
Tom and Amos; ‘twas only two months ago as I 
sent a message by one of them there artist chaps as 
was down ’ere; he was a-going to Orstraliar, an’ I 
asked ’im to tell Tom an’ Amos as ’ow I was sorry 
to trubble ’em, but I’d a-been bad in my back an’ 
‘ad got behind with my rent, an’ I should be glad 
eff they would send me ome a little money for to 
pay it with, an’——” 

“Be you a babby, Thomas Climo, as don’t know 


Orstraliar from yer own back yard (an’ that baint 
yer own), that you don’t know what a powerful 
long time it takes to cross the watter? an’ then 
when that there artist chap gets. the other side, like 
enuff Tom an’ A’nos aint got a penny-piece between 
them in their pockets. They was never no great 
money hands ’ome ’ere in Treskole.” 

“ Aw, don’t you fret yerself "bout that ; Tom an’ 
Amos is all straight enuff, an’ they’d sell their shirts 
off their backs to send me the money if they could’n 
do it no other way. You'll be paid yer rent afore 
very long, no fear; an’ I caent go out of this ’ouse, 
so ’tis no good for ’ee to stan’ there in yer wet boots 
talkin’ ’bout it.” 

“ Caent go out! caent did ’ee say?” Ann Thomas’s 
voice was raised to a shriek, “I'll see bout caent; 
*tis my ’ouse, an’ I means to ’ave my money, or 
there’s the workus you kin go to, clane an’ dry an’ no 
rent to pay, an’ out you go from ’ere after next 
Wensday. Caent go out of my ouse! I never heerd 
tell of such brazen impidence ; I'd ’alf a mind to turn 
‘ee out wi’ my own ‘ands, there as you sit, eff it 
worn’'t for flustering of my ‘eart.” 

“No, Ann Thomas, tisn’t fitty for wimmen-kind 
tolay vilent ’ands on no man. I said I caent leave 
this ’ouse, an’ I caent; you kin see as ’ow I caent go 
to the workus; what would Tom an’ Amos say eff 
they wus to come ‘ome an’ find their old feyther 
turned out of the ’ouse where they wus born, an’ 
where I’ve lived, lad an’ man, ever since I married 
Lizbeth, for I worn’t more’n a lad when I married 
‘er. Poor Lizbeth drew ’er last breath in the room 
overhead. You mind Lizbeth, don’t ’ee, Ann Thomas? 
you can mind ’ow you an’ me an’ she used to caper 
about wi’ the boys an’ gurls, an’ ’ow we wus always 
first an’ foremost at all the May-gamings. Lor, I 
can mind when folks used to laff an’ say as ’ow they 
did’n know which of ’ee ‘twas I was a coortin’ of 
after all.” 

“Iss, I kin mind all that—’twas very purty talk, 
then, I make no doubt; but *twas Lizbeth you 
married and not me, so why should I lose money by 
*ee? J did’n marry ’ee, an’ as Jan Thomas left me, a 
widder-woman, to do for myself, ’tis only right I 
should be paid the rent for my propurty, an’ eff you 
caent pay, why, I'll’ave some other body as can.” 
And Ann Thomas, who had been standing just inside 
the door with her arms akimbo, and her dripping 
umbrella leaning against the table—from whence it 
had drained into a little lake on the floor, and had 
then over-swollen itself and sent gentle rivulets 
trickling along the joins of the sanded slates— 
fiercely seized this portable tent and bounced out 
again, leaving Thomas Climo to return to his luke- 
warm broth with a disturbed mind and a pucker on 
his brow. 

This cottage, of which Ann Thomas was the 
owner, together with the mill and a few fields, was 
a whitewashed little building of cob-walls and a 
thatched roof, three windows and a_ weather- 
beaten door, standing away from the village. Be- 
fore the door was a tiny garden, which, in the spring, 
had been bright and sweet;scented with double- 
daisies, boys’-love, and wall-flowers, but now only 
displayed clumps of languid leaves of past beauties, 
and wore an air of neglect. 

Wednesday came and passed, and Thomas Climo 
sent no money to appease the wrath of Ann Thomas. 
The rain still came down steadily, and the old man’s 
pains were yet with him. On Thursday morning 
came Ann Thomas to the cottage, wearing a pair of 
pattens, and with her umbrella protecting her from 
the elements, accompanied by a _ cowed-looking 
youth, on whose shoulders the umbrella ribs dripped 
steadily, making dough of the flour with which his 
coat was thickly dusted. 

“Be you a-goin’ to turn out, Thomas Climo?” 
shouted Ann Thomas through the door to the old 
man who was crouching over a lump of smouldering 
peat on the hearth. 

“No, I caent, Ann Thomas. I be feeling terrible 
bad, an’ I baint goin’ to try.” 
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“Very well, Thomas Climo, ’tis yer own fault, 
mind, whatever ’appens. Enery, begin to wance.” 

Henry advanced to the door and without a word 
began to take it off its hinges, while Ann Thomas 
watched him from the road. The door resisted all 
his attempts for some time, but at last succumbed 
with an unexpected creak, bringing with it part of 
the lintel which had loosened its hold on the old mud 
wall. “ Aw, you great fule!” exclaimed Ann Thomas. 
Then Henry turned his attention to the ground-floor 
window, which came from its frame with very little 
persuasion ; and soon a pile was lying in the mud 
and rain before the cottage, and Henry, having been 
sent by his mistress to fetch a horse and cart, 
returned with them, and having piled the door and 
window on it, the curious procession walked back 
through mud and rain to the mill, leaving Thomas 
Climo still crouching in pain over the fire in his 
unsheltered kitchen. 

There was some cruel weather down West last 
autumn, and the old man groaned and shivered, 
crouching as close to the fire as he could get; while 
the rain blew in at the gaps in his house-front, and 
the wind played round the paper almanacs on the 
walls—highly coloured presentations from the grocer 
of the nearest market town year by year—and chilled 
him to the marrow. After bearing it until the after- 
noon closed in, Thomas Climo rose from his chair, 
and unhanging a well-worn blanket-coat from a peg 
by the dresser, he painfully and slowly dragged it 
on and then crawled up the stairs to his bedroom, 
which, if cold, was at least sheltered. 

Next morning brought Ann Thomas to the cot- 
tage again. The wind by this time had risen to half 
a gale, and her umbrella was useless as a shield from 
the rain, for it was tossed and buffeted about in her 
hands as soon as she attempted to unfurl it, so she 
clasped it round its bulging middle as a sort of wand 
of menace. She came to the kitchen window and 
looked in. <All was desolate-looking and wind-swept ; 
the paper by the casement-less window being sodden 
with the rain and hanging off from the walls, the 
hearth grey and cheerless with the scattered peat 
ashes from yesterday’s fire. 

“Where be you, Thomas Climo?” she shouted. 
No answer came. Up the stairs she strode, and look- 
ing in at the bedroom door saw the old man lying on 
his bed wrapped in his blanket-coat. “ Aw, Thomas 
Climo, you old villyan, ’ave you got my money?” 
“No, Ann Thomas.” ‘“ Then will’ee turn out of my 
*ouse?” “No, Ann Thomas, I be feelin’ mortal 
whisht, an’ I caent move.” ‘“Caent move? we'll see 
*bout that,” and she stumped down the bare wooden 
stairs again and strode back to the mill. 

In a very short time yesterday’s procession re- 
appeared—Ann Thomas, Henry, and the horse and 
cart, with the addition of a ladder. Soon the ladder 
was raised against the house-front, and Henry began 
operations on the windows while Ann Thomas took 
up her position in the road below; the wind blowing 
her grey hair into her eyes and treating her raiment 
with such scant respect that as she stood there she 
resembled an unresisting scarecrow rather than 
Ann Thomas of the mill, a woman of property. 

Thomas Climo saw Henry’s head suddenly appear 
at his bedroom window and heard the creak of the 
yielding casement, then turned with his back to the 
light, and tears trickled down his withered old cheeks. 
“ Lizbeth, Lizbeth,” he murmured, “I’m mortal bad, 
I’m mortal bad.” 

Next day, as a persistent avenging spirit,came Ann 
Thomas again to the cottage. “ Be you up there, 
Thomas Climo?” she shouted up the stairs. “ Wum- 
man, for God’s sake go away an’ leave me to die in 
peace,” came back a quavering voice, almost drowned 
by the soughing of the wind. “ Be you goin’ to pay 
me my money?” ‘Get away, you she-devil, an’ let 
me bide in peace.” ‘“ Aw, you black-tongued sinner, 
Til be even with ’ee.” And Ann Thomas went back 
to the mill. 

That afternoon she returned to the cottage 
followed by the horse and cart and two masons with 


ladders, and then began her final stroke for her 
rights as a house-owner. The ladders were placed 
against the cottage, and bit by bit the thatch was 
torn from the roof; the wind caught up loose straws 
and carried them acres away from Thomas Climo’s 
dwelling-house, and Ann Thomas took up her old 
position in the road and bore the stress of weather 
all through that afternoon, only going to the mill- 
house for a cup of tea and returning to the cottage 
to watch the final touch which laid the cottage open 
to the sky. and see with her own eyes that the law- 
less man, Thomas Climo, could lie under no roof of 
hers that night at any rate. And the rain came 
down as she stood there, as if the flood-gates above 
were opened, and the wind soughed and moaned 
through the live-long night as if in sympathy with 
Thomas Climo in his pain, as he lay on his sodden 
bed and sobbed weakly. 

The morning after that terrible night the sun 
shone, and the pools in the road sparkled, and the 
leaves yet remaining on the trees glistened as the 
rays caught the hanging raindrops; and then a 
villager, seeing the doctor driving by, bethought 
him that he would speak to that worthy man 
of old Thomas Climo and the trouble he was 
said to be in; and the doctor swore at the 
villager somewhat profusely for a cowardly bar- 
barian to let such things be done; and, when he had 
seen the old man, said it should go hard with Ann 
Thomas. And later in the day came a roomy 
carriage, and the obstinate old man, with eyes dim 
with pain, was carried to it, and driven away to the 
town by the doctor. That evening, after she had 
had her tea, came Ann Thomas yet once again to 
her cottage, and stood yet once again in the road 
and surveyed its gaping frontage and roofless walls, 
with a light of victory in her eyes; and on her 
homeward way spoke to a mason about getting it 
newly roofed with slate. She never saw her cottage 
again, though. 

The doctor had said it should go hard with Ann 
Thomas, and it did; she died of rheumatic fever 
before Christmas-time came. C. 


LETTERS TO THE EDITOR. 


EIGHT-HOURS LAWS IN AUSTRALIA. 


S1r,—It is, perhaps, hopeless to expect ever to be able to 
expel from the mind of the average Liberal his settled belief 
that no Eight-Hours Law for male adult workers has ever been 
passed anywhere. It would be preposterous to hope to make 
him believe that the sturdy Australian working man had ever 
enacted such a law. Yet I was sorry to see THE SPEAKER 
falling last week into a similar error, and eategorically de- 
celaring. with regard to “all our Australian Colonies,” that “ no 
Kight-Hours Act has been passed.” 

The Eight-Hours Bill for miners, in terms essentially the 
same as that lately voted on in the House of Commons, became 
law in Victoria as early as 1877. The present enactment will be 
found in Act No. 803 of 1886, sec. 2. 

In 1883, it was further enacted, by sec. 7 of Act No. 783 of 
that year, that no person in charge of mining machinery should 
be employed for more than eight hours in any twenty-four. 

The (na of the London County Council to compel the 
Tramway Companies to limit the hours of labour of their em- 
ployés, finds a precedent in the Victorian Act, No. 765 of 1883, 
which, in sec. 10, limits to eight per day the hours of the persons 
employed on the Melbourne Tramways and Omnibuses. 

A further instance of Victorian legislation is afforded by 
sec. 54 of the Melbourne Harbour Trust (Further Amendment) 
Act, No. 763 of 1883, which provides that every contract for 
executing works in the port of Melbourne shall contain a con- 
dition limiting the hours of labour to eight per day. ‘The 
same Act expressly prohibits the Harbour Commissioners to em- 
ploy any person for more than eight hours per day, except in 
cases of accident or emergency, when specified rates of overtime 
pay are to be given. 

These instances will, perhaps, be enough to convince your 
readers once for all that Australia exhibits no such aversion trom 
Eight-Hours legislation as is so constantly asserted by rich 
colonials at home for a holiday. It will be unnecessary to cite 
here their drastic factory legislation, their abundant limitations 
of hours of adult women and of youths of either sex, or their 
summary legislative fixing of the hours during which shops may 
be open. I will only add that particulars of all this legislation 
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are given in Sir Charles Dilke’s.“ Problems of Greater Britain,” 

and, in fuller detail, in ‘The Eight-Hours Day,” by Harold 

Cox and myself.—I am, ete., Sripney WEBB. 
4, Park Village East, N.W., May 8th, 1892. 


THE SCOTCH UNIVERSITIES. 


S1r,—I am sure that a further discussion of the numerous 
points raised by Professor Murray in his two letters would 
weary your readers, without throwing much more light on so 
large a subject. As a critic, Professor Murray has an open 
mind and the best intentions, but he has not been long enough 
in Scotland to know the history of the movement for Univer- 
sity reform, or fully to grasp the questions involved in it. 

There is, however, one very important subject, the class of 
students affected by the proposed Preliminary Examination, about 
which Professor Murray says that I ‘ make a strange confusion of 
many issues.” As I believe that on the five essential points 
the confusion is in his mind and not in mine, I should lke to 
clear it up. He apparently bases his remarks on an erroneous 
classification of students, as “ private students not following the 
curriculum,” and public students following it. He does not say 
what ecurrieulum, but probably means that for a degree in Arts. 
Now a publie student is not defined as one who is obliged to 
follow a curriculum, but simply as one who, in any class, 
performs exercises, undergoes examinations, and, therefore, 
claims certificates of attendance and proficiency. 

Students accordingly are divided exhaustively into three 
classes : 

1.—Private students. These attend merely to listen, are 
be few in number, and nobody proposes to interfere with 
them. 

2.—Public students not intending to graduate. These have 
always been a very numerous class in the Scotch Universities. 
They may attend a single class, or a selection of classes at their 
own choice, or they may follow curricula, such as are prescribed 
by the various ecclesiastical bodies and the legal corporations in 
Scotland. 

3.—Public students intending to graduate. The Preliminary 
Examination proposed by the Commissioners applies only to 
the third of these divisions. The private examinations held by 
the professors regulate the admission of students of the second 
division to the various classes ; but such private examinations 
are not recognised by reformers as sufficient. When, therefore, 
Professor Murray says that the Preliminary Examination, 
“ publicly constituted and conducted,” is to be substituted for 
this private examination in the case of the second division, his 
statement is flatly contradicted by Ordinance 6, Art. X XIX. 
Any number of students may enter any class, follow any cur- 
riculum not proceeding to a degree, and claim the corresponding 
certificates, without having undergone a single ‘“ publicly-consti- 
tuted examination.” If Professor Murray does not see the 
significance of this, the parties interested do. Accordingly, at a 
recent meeting of the General Council in Glasgow, a prominent 
clergyman of the Free Chureh, speaking in the name of the 
Principal of the Free Chureh College, who was present, ex- 

ressed the extreme dissatisfaction of the authorities of that 

ollege with the Ordinances of the Commission, as affording no 
guarantee for the efficient training in Arts of their divinity 
students, many of whom follow a four years’ curriculum without 
intending to graduate. If these parties, who have no tempta- 
tion to extreme views, are not to be satisfied, why does the 
Commission exist; and why do Professor Murray and others 
desire to see its proceedings hastily sanctioned without giving 
such satisfaction ? 

Unfortunately, there is a strong party in the Universities 
which objects to any entrance examination, easy or difficult, 
universally applicable to publie students. The Commissioners 
have given effect to this objection and the First Lord of the 
Treasury stated the other day to a deputation that he also sup- 

rted the objection. In view of these combined authorities, I 

eel that it would be labour lost to expound or advocate at 
greater length views on academic organisation, which are gener- 
ally accepted throughout Europe. I beg, therefore, for my own 
part to terminate this correspondence.—I am, ete., 

May 9th, 1892. Your CoNnTRIBUTOR. 


Srr,—Although far removed from Scotland and its Univer- 
sities by many miles of land and sea, I have been a warmly 
interested, and, Iam sorry to say, a sadly disappointed reader 
of your article of the 16th of April, on the results of the Com- 
mission which has beensitting on these institutions. You had given 
us in your valued paper hints from time to time of hopeful im- 
provements in various ways, which were likely to be carried out, 
and when some time ago, you informed us that there was to be 
free competition between the professors and the lecturers in the 
qualification of students for degrees, ete., I wrote to a friend : 
“ Well, if this is really to be introduced, the Scottish Universities 
will soon be looking up!” But at the same time, knowing how 
little former Commissions had done in this or any other diree- 
tion, I was afraid that the news was too good tobe true! And 
now, from your last article, I am sorry to find that my anticipa- 
tions were only too well founded! I felt inclined to write to 


you after seeing your article already referred to, and thank you 
for your interest in these much neglected institutions, so far, at 
least, as the press is concerned. 

But now there is the additional motive to write, that one of 
the natural enemies of these Universities has taken the pen in 
hand and fulfilled the wish of Job, at least, in part, ‘“‘O, that 
mine adversary had written a book!” Well, at all events, he 
has written a letter. He accuses you of grave misstatements, 
which it is clear primd facie he has not taken the trouble to look 
into. As tothe shortness of the session, which he puts in the 
foreground, I shall say nothing, because this, though an evil, 
is far from being the gravest evil connected with the Universities. 
But in answer to your charge of the miscellaneous jumble of 
so-called “ students,” who make up the classes in these institu- 
tions, youths, most of whom ought to be in secondary, and no 
small number in elementary schools, it is clear by the pro- 
fessor’s own admission, “ I cannot say precisely what proportion 
of students proceed to their degree,” that he has rushed into 
print without taking the trouble to ascertain whether the well- 
named “ monstrous medley ” be an existent fact or not. I have 
done my best to make inquiry, but certainly, so far as my 
information goes, the ‘monstrous medley” is anything but a 
thing of the past! The professor is still casting his net to 
catch schoolboys, and compete with the elementary school. 

Then we hear of the old story of the extreme poverty of the 
Scottish Universities, and that it is “quite illusory to expect 
them to have the qualities of Oxford and Cambridge, qualities 
= | obtained by enormous endowments, fees, and resident staff, 
aud quite incompatible with the democratic essence of the 
Scottish Colleges.” I confess I am unable so to read the facts, 
but for “‘ democratic essence ” would read *‘ professorial despots ” 
and “ bloated monopolists”! I am looking to other ideals than 
the enormous endowments, fees, and resident staff of Oxford and 
Cambridge. I look to Berlin and Leipzig, institutions to which 
in our day Oxford and Cambridge are content to play second 
fiddle, and I ask the learned professor if he knows that the fees 
in the Scottish Universities are far higher than in Berlin or 
Leipzig ? Does he know that in the Swedish Universities and in 
the University of Finland the students pay no fees to the 
ordinary professors at all, though a small fee is paid to docenten 
and the extraordinary professors? I would advise the learned 

rofessor to go on a tour of inspection to the great University of 
arg and I am certain he would learn something that would 
bring him back a wiser if a sadder man! 

I only wish that your or any paper at the dull season would 
permit us to take Edinburgh and Glasgow in the one hand and 
Berlin and Leipzig in the other, or even Upsala and Copenhagen 
in the other, and to say to the public, “ Look on this picture and 
on that!” We should find in these foreign institutions no bloated 
monopolists, teaching jumbles of shadlens and grown nien in 
all stages of preparation or no preparation, but schools of 
science, in which the ablest students are summoned as docenten 
and extraordinary professors to raise the standard of teaching as 
high as possible, and to turn out what the Seottish Universities 
know nothing about—a great deal of first-class original work! 

Will the learned professor look at the acta universitatis of 
Upsala and Lund? ‘To look at the work of Berlin and Leipzig 
would be too lofty a gaze! 

An EDINBURGH GRADUATE. 


FRENCH AND ENGLISH MILITARY RANK. 


S1zx,—While I am quite alive to what you say as to the in- 
convenience of rendering the French général de brigade and 
général de division by major- and lieutenant-general, { venture 
to think that the method which your reviewer prefers might be 
even more misleading. ‘General of brigade” would be sure to 
suggest to the English reader what we call a brigadier-general, i.e., 
an officer holding local rank, who in most eases is only a colonel 
in the army, and (I believe) occasionally only a major in his 
regiment. Of course, the organisation of the higher ranks 
differs so much in the two armies that any English rendering 
can only be an approximation ; and considering that with us the 
full generals form but a very small proportion of the total 
number of general officers, I thought no great confusion could 
arise by “ equating” the other two ranks with the two of the 
French.—Y ours faithfully, A. J. BUTLER. 


VIBRATIONS. 


i, 

] WATCH in your room the tremble of fire 

That sinks to a glow and leaps to a spire ; 
The splutter and silence, the dark and the flicker, 
Through the faint odour flit quicker and quicker. 
Burn, you odorous pine-logs, faster, 
Yield to the grip of the fire. your master— 
Who plays as a great musician plays, 
Making them answer, knowing their ways, 


i 


592 THE SPEAKER. 


[May 14, 1892. 


Taking the light and the scent and the strength of them, 
Widening, dancing the breadth and the length of them ! 
On the white ceiling light’s tremble is shaking, 

On the wall’s pictures it’s leaping and quaking ; 

The gold of your hair is illumined and shaded 

With moments born brilliant that sparkled and faded. 
And I, looking into the growth of the fire, 

See the beat of my heart and the growth of desire ; 

The tremble of light swims fierce on my eyes, 

And I know the winged spirit that takes one and flies— 
You, too, have known it—exalted from earth, 

From its odorous, tremulous, torturing birth ; 

And the stars lie below, and there's nothing above you, 
And nothing to say but, surrendered, “ I love you!” 


II. 


Tremble, O waves, in the light ou the bay, 

In the path of the light that begins far away ! 
Shake in the golden and glorious swoon 
Wherein the sea lies with its eyes on the moon ! 
Quiver, you light little leaves of the limes, 
Under the night winds, that millions of times 
Touch and caress you, grow darkened and bright 
In passionate rhythm, a pulse of delight, 
Wind-shaken leaves in a rapturous night! 


III. 


Sing to me now—yes, that song that I know. 

Ah, how the cadences link, link and grow, 

Rising and rising, until in the height, 

Where the sounds all burn like a flame, sharp white, 

It stays and delays, sustained and shaking, 

A heart mad to break, and yet not breaking, 

A giant that’s tearing and tearing his bands, 

And cannot be free, since the fetters are stronger, 

A lover that—there, I can bear it no longer— 

Give me your hands! Barry Paty. 


AT STRATFORD-ON-AVON. 


whose legacy of peerless song — 
Showing mankind in every age and place, 
In every joy, in every grief and wrong — 
Is England’s legacy to all our race ; 
Little we know of all thine inner life— 
Little we know of all thy wondrous years— 
Years filled with toil—swift years whose days were rife 
With strains that bring us mirth, that bring us tears. 
Little we know, and yet this much we know 
Sense was thy guiding star—sense guided thee 
To live in this thy Stratford long ago— 
To live content in calm simplicity ; 
Greatest of those who wrought with soul aflame 
At honest daily work—then found it fame. 


MACKENZIE BELL. 
Shakespeare’s Anniversary, April 23rd, 1892. 


A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


THE SPEAKER OFFICE, 

Friday, May 13th, 1892. 
HERE is a familiar anecdote of the ingenious 
author of “The Seasons,” “Rule, Britannia,” 
and other excellent.pieces, that when he sent a well- 
bound copy of his poems to his father, who had 
always regarded him, not altogether unjustly, as a 
“ feckless loon,” that canny Scot handled the volume 
with unfeigned delight, and believing that his son had 
bound it, cried out admiringly, “ Who would have 
thought our Jamie could have done the like of this?” 
This particular copy has not been preserved, and it is 
therefore impossible for us to determine how far its 
bibliopegic merits justified the rapture of the elder 
Thomson, whose standard is not likely to have been 
a high one. Indeed, despite his rusticity, he was 

probably a better judge of poetry than of binding. 


This noble craft has revived in our midst. 
Twenty years ago, in ordinary circles, the book- 
binder was a miscreant who, by the aid of a sharp 
knife, a hideous assortment of calf-skins and of 
marbled papers, bound your books for you by 
slaughtering their margins, stripping their sides, and 
returning them upon your hands cropped and in 
prison garb, and so lettered as to tell no man what 
they were. And the worst of it was we received 
them with complacency, gave them harbourage 
upon our shelves, and only grumbled that the price 
was so high as four shillings a volume. Those days 
are over. Yet it is well to be occasionally reminded 
of the rock from whence we were hewn and the pit 
out of which we were dug. I have now lying before 
me a first edition of the essays of Elia which being 
in boards I allowed to be treated by a provincial 
ealled Shimmin, in the sixties. I remember its 
coming home, and how I thought it was all right. 
Infancy was no excuse for such ignorance. 


The second-hand booksellers, a race of men for 
whom I have the greatest respect, are to blame in 
this matter. They did not play the part they 
might have been expected to do. They gave no 
prominence in their catalogues, which are the true 
text-books of literature, to specimens of book- 
binding, nor did they instil into the minds of their 
young customers the rudiments of taste. Worse 
than this, some of the second-hand booksellers in 
the country were themselves binders, and, for the 
most part, infamous ones. 


One did, indeed, sometimes hear of Roger Payne 
and of the Harleian style, but dimly, and as a thing 
of no moment, nor were our eyes ever regaled in 
booksellers’ catalogues with facsimiles of the exqui- 
site bindings of the French and English masters, and 
it was not until we went farther afield, and became 
acquainted with the booksellers of Paris, that this 
new world swam into our ken. It was a great day 
when a stray copy of a “Bulletin Mensuel” of Damas- 
cene Morgand, the famous bookseller in the Passage des 
Panoramas, fell into the hands of a mere country 
book-buyer. Then he knew how brutally he had 
been deceived—then he looked with loathing on his 
truncated tomes and their abominable devices. 
The first really bound book I ever saw was a copy 
of the works of Pierre de Ronsard bearing the 
devices of Marguerite de Valois. The price was so far 
beyond my resources that I left the shop without a 
touch of envy, but the scales had fallen from my 
eyes, and I walked down the Passage des Panoramas 
as one who had awakened from a dream. 


Nowadays it is quite different. The Arts and 
Crafts Exhibition did much, and the second-hand 
booksellers, in quite ordinary places, are begin- 
ning to give in their catalogues reproductions of 
noble specimens. Nothing else is required. To see 
is enough. There was lately, as most people know, 
a wonderful exhibition of bindings to be seen at the 
Burlington Fine Art Club, but what is not so gener- 
ally known is that the Club has published a mag- 
nificent catalogue of the contents of that Exhibition, 
with no less than 114 plates reproducing with the 
greatest possible skill and delicacy some of the finest 
specimens. Mr. Gordon Duff, who is credited 
with a profounder knowledge of pig-skins than 
any living man, has contributed a short preface to 
the volume, whilst Miss Prideaux, herself a binder of 
great merit, has written a general introduction, in 
which she traces the history of the craft and duly 
records the names of the most famous binders of 
Europe. A more fascinating picture-book cannot be 
imagined, for to the charm of colour and design is 
added all the feeling which only a book can impart. 
Such a book as this marks an epoch, and ought to be 
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the beginning of a time when even sale-catalogues 
shall take pains to be splendid. 


When the library of the Baron de Lacarelle came to 
be dispersed at his death a few years ago, the 
auctioneer’s catalogue, as issued by Charles Porquet, 
of the Quai Voltaire, made a volume which, where- 
ever it goes, imparts dignity to human endeavour 
and consecrates a virtuoso’s whim. It was but a 
small library—only 540 books—and to call it well 
selected would be to abuse a term one has learnt to 
connect with Major Ponto’s library in ‘The Book of 
Snobs.” “My library’s small,” says Ponto, with the 
most amazing impudence, “but well selected, my 
boy, well selected. I have been reading the History 
of England all the morning.” He could not have 
done this in the Baron’s library. 


As you turn the pages of this glorified catalogue, 
his treasures seem to lie before you—you can almost 
stroke them. <A devoted friend, de la Société des 
Bibliophiles francais, contributes an ecstatic sketch 
of the Baron’s character, and tells us of him how he 
employed in his hunt after a book infinite artifice, 
and called to his aid all the resources of learned 
strategy—“ poussant ses approches et manceuvrant, 
autour de la place, avec la prudence et le génie d’un 
tacticien consommé, si bien quele malheureuxlibraire, 
enlacé, fasciné, hypnotisé par ce grand charmeur, 
finissait presque toujours par capituler et se rendre.” 
This great man only believed in one modern binder: 
Trautz. The others did not exist for him. “ Cher- 
chez-vous 4 le convertir? Il restait incorruptible et 
répétait invariablement, avec cet esprit charmant, 
mais un peu railleur, dont il avait le privilége, que 
s'il était jamais damné, son enfer serait de remuer 
une reliure de Capé ou de Lortic!” 


It is all very splendid and costly and grand, 
yet still from time to time, 


«From the soul’s subterranean depth upborne,” 


there comes the thought of Charles Lamb amidst 
“the ragged veterans” he loved so well, and then in 
an instant a reaction sets in, and we almost hate this 
sumptuous Baron. “ Thomson's ‘Seasons,’ again, looks 
best (I maintain it) a little torn and dog’s-eared. 


- How beautiful to a genuine lover of reading are the 


sullied leaves and worn-out appearance, nay, the 
very odour (beyond Russia), if we would not forget 
kind feelings in fastidiousness, of an old ‘ circulating 
library’ ‘Tom Jones’ or the ‘ Vicar of Wakefield.’” 
Thus far, Elia. 


Let us admit that the highest and noblest joys are 
those which are in widest commonalty spread, and 
that accordingly the clay pipe of the artisan is more 
truly emotionalthan the most marvellous meerschaum 
to be seen in the shop-windows of Vienna—still, the 
collector has his joys and his uses, his triumphant 
moments, his hours of depression; and, if only he 
publishes a catalogue, may be pronounced in small 
type a benefactor of the human race. yi 


REVIEWS. 


MODERN CRITICISM OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. 


An Inrropuction To THE LITERATURE OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. 
By S. R. Driver, D.D., Regius Professor of Hebrew, and Canon 
of Christ Church, Oxford; formerly Fellow of New College, 
Oxford, Edinburgh: T. & T. Clarke. 


HIS is a book that ought to be welcomed as worthy 

of the best traditions of English scholarship. It 

is learned and thorough enough to please the scholar ; 
it is at once so cautious and constructive, so bold yet 
sympathetic, that it compels the confidence of the 


conservative and the respect of the liberal theo- 
logian, while it is so lucid in its style, so careful in its 
details, and so accurate in its references, that the 
layman who uses it, Bible in hand, will rise from the 
combined study of this Introduction and the Old 
Testament with a clear knowledge of the new light 
criticism has shed on the history, the literature, and 
the religion of Israel. This speaks of a very rare 
and a very excellent combination of qualities, and 
exactly of the kind most needed to-day. The Bible 
is not a mere scholar’s book; it is the book of the 
Christian people—so much so that to touch it is 
to touch the common soul of all the Churches. 
It is clearly, then, the right of the people to 
know what scholars have done and are doing 
with the Bible. And if they will be at the 
labour to use it as it ought to be used, here is a 
book which will teach them. It is not an apolo- 
getical book, with a polemical purpose which makes 
all its positions veiled or insidious arguments; nor 
is it a negative book, with a thesis to maintain by 
methods that must be made to look critical; but it 
is a constructive book, the literature of Israel so 
analysed that it becomes a sort of synthesis of the 
religion. Professor Driver is a remarkable example 
of the scholar who has grown into a theologian, with 
some of the defects of one who has so grown, but 
also with all the excellences—sober, critical in the 
true sense (i.e., judicial), with the gravity of one 
who knows that in building up a structure of his- 
torical truth every grain has its place and its value ; 
with, too, a convinced mind, but a singularly detached 
judgment. The resultisa book all can read with profit 
and none need read with pain; the liberal scholar 
feels himself in the presence of one whose conclusions 
may be less radical than his own, but whose reasons 
are solid and real and a scholar’s; the conservative 
divine may differ from his positions, but must re- 
spect a master who is in heart as religious and in 
mind as reverent as himself. And so one of the 
most gratifying signs of hope amid all our con- 
troversies—religious and theological—is the way in 
which this book has been received. The air is sur- 
charged with explosive elements; opposed parties 
are watchful, alert; conflicting tendencies are flowing 
in more than their usual hostile strength ; but from 
all sides this book has met—if not with a grateful, 
at least with a respectful, welcome. It is a small 
thing that this should be agreeable to its author; it 
is a great thing that it should be recognised for what 
it is—the evidence that, with the rise of a reverent 
scholarship in theology, a more reasonable and 
reassured mind will reign in our religious con- 
troversies. 

The work is not, in the strict sense, an “ introduc- 
tion to the Old Testament”; it is at once narrower 
and broader in its scope, binds itself less to the 
letter and form, concerns itself more with the matter 
and spirit. Thus the text is not separately dealt 
with—nor is the canon, save in a very brief but most 
instructive discussion of its “ growth according to 
the Jews”; nor is there any attempt to deal with 
versions or translations, or the use of the Old Testa- 
ment in the New, or in the Christian Church. <As 
the author carefully explains, it is an introduction 
neither to the theology nor to the history, nor even 
to the study, of the Old Testament, but simply to its 
literature—i.e., it is a scientific “ account of the con- 
tents and structure of the several books”’ ; therefore, 
we may add, an analysis of their constituents, mode 
and order of origin, peculiarities and characteristics, 
a history of the ideas they express and the religion 
they embody. But even so, the idea is comprehen- 
sive enough, involves questions which belong to all 
the other sections of Biblical study. Dr. Driver's 
work has been described by a brother-professor as, so 
far as its critical conclusions are concerned—some- 
thing of the nature of a “compromise.” But no 
description could be less accurate. A compromise is 
an arrangement between two parties by means of 
mutual concessions, which are made from the strict 
line of truth or justice in ordertoa working agreement. 


92. 
— 
00. 
harp | 
d of | 
by | 
, and 
id in | 
what | 
rived 
rage 
price | 
days 
nded | 
pit 
fore 
eing 
ncial 
its 
ight. | 
. for | 
in | 
they | 
e no 
true | | 
ook- 
their 
orse 
s in | 
the 

| | 
yyne | 
hing | 
1 in ii 
qui- | 
and | | 
this | 
day | 
nas- | 
des 
try 
had 
| his 
ices. 
opy 
the 
far | 
it a | 
my 
mas | 

and | 
and | 
yin- | 
of | 
see | | | 
ow, | 
the 
ner- 
lag- 
ion, | 
the | 
1est | 
ited | 
han | 
> to | 
, in 
uly 
of 
be | 
n is 
» be | 


594 THE SPEAKER. 


[May 14, 1892. 


So understood, no conclusions could be less like a 
compromise than Dr. Driver’s; they are the sober, 
deliberate determinations of a trained scholar, 
who has in the methods of a scholar attempted to 
discover the truth. As such they ought to be 
examined and judged, not in any respect as if of 
the nature of a compromise. 

There are two parties who feel as if they had 
reason for dissatisfaction with the book : viz., those 
who resist all movement, and those who desire 
to move fast and far. It represents the position— 
always difficult, but always admirable—of one who 
in heated debate will not commit himself to either 
extreme—who rejects alike the stolid denials of the 
Conservative, and the sweeping assertions of the 
Radical, and both for the same reason—because they 
lack convincing arguments; one who possesses a true 
Conservative’s love of solid ground and firm foot- 
hold, in harmony with the candour and reasonable- 
ness of a true man of progress ; one who is accustomed 
to base opinions, not on prejudice, but on rational 
process, and who at the same time insists that the 
foundation shall be compact and its materials 
thoroughly tested. Dr. Driver has before now shown 
himself ready to act as champion of untrammelled 
inquiry; it is at once his temporary misfortune and 
his enduring merit that his own untrammelled 
inquiries lead him to results more moderate than 
those of some of his contemporaries. We call 
it his enduring merit, without intending there- 
by to belittle the function of the brilliant pioneer. 
Every forward movement, in science as in war, 
needs its men of dash and daring. Dr. Driver is 
perfectly courageous, but he has perhaps not the 
temper of a pioneer. The great advantage of his 
attitude, more than offsetting its exposure to attack 
from both sides—an advantage closely allied with 
that steady adherence to sober truth which is his 
distinguishing characteristic—is that it stamps his 
conclusions with the mark of an advance not only 
considerable, but substantial. He is not a venture- 
some captain of skirmishers, subject to the risks of 
the foray, while the main body lies far in the rear, 
likely there toremain. He is a real leader of opinion, 
determined on progress—because truth requires pro- 
gress—and equally determined that progress shall 
be by steady march, and that no ground shall be 
occupied from which it may become necessary to 
retire. He is bold and unhesitating wherever he 
can plant himself on a firm ‘ground of evidence. 
The abandonment of traditional opinion has no 
terrors for him. But he is cautious in carefully 
refraining from stepping beyond the limits of that 
which offers solid support. This cautious boldness 
inspires confidence. His position marks the line 
where other students of the Bible, professional or 
lay, may readily range themselves, and from which 
they cannot be compelled to recede. He has thus 
made a very valuable contribution to contemporary 
theology and religious life. In no other way can 
the genuine fruits of Biblical scholarship be so 
wisely garnered for the good of all. 

For it would be unfair to draw from anything 
that has been said the inference that the critics are 
divided into hostile camps, and that one party has 
a monopoly of truth; and most foolish to say, as some 
have assumed to say, that critical opinions are so 
hopelessly at war with each other that the wise 
man’s part is to hold aloof, and commit himself to 
no modification whatever of traditional views. On 
this point it will be sufficient to quote the discri- 
minating words of Dr. Driver himself :— 

“Tt is in the endeavour to reach definite conclusions upon the 
basis either of imperfect data, or of indications reasonably susceptible 
ef divergent interpretations, that the principal disagreements between 
critics have their origin. Language is sometimes used implying that 
critics are in a state of internecine conflict with one another. ‘This is 
not in accordance with the facts. There is a large area on which the 
data are clear, and critics are agreed. And this area includes many 
of the most important results which criticism has reached. There is 
an area beyond this, where the data are complicated or ambiguous; 
and here it is not more than natural that independent judges should 
differ. Perhaps future study may reduce this margin of uncertainty. 
I make no claim to have admitted into the present volume only those 


conclusions on which all critics are agreed; for naturally I have 
followed the guidance of my own judgment as to what was probable 
or not; but when alternative views appeared to me to be tenable, or 
where the opinion towards which I inclined only partially satisfied 
me, I have been careful to indicate this to the reader. I have, more- 
over, made it my aim to avoid speculation upon slight and doubtful 
data ; or, at least, if I have been unable absolutely to avoid it, I have 
stated distinctly of what nature the data are.” (Pp. xii., xiii.) 


But now, and briefly, what opinions on the 
literature of the Old Testament does Dr. Driver 
maintain? His fundamental postulate is the com- 
bination in the Old Testament writings of a divine 
with a human element :— 


“The whole is subordinated to the controiling agency of the 
Spirit of God, causing the Scriptures of the Old Testament to be 
profitable ‘for teaching, for reproof, for correction, for instruction, 
which is in righteousness ;’ but under this presiding influence scope 
is left for the exercise, in different modes and ways, of the faculties 
ordinarily employed in literary composition. There is a human 
factor in the Bible, which, though quickened and sustained by the 
informing Spirit, is never wholly absorbed or neutralised by it; and 
the limits of its operation cannot be ascertained by an arbitrary a 
priori determination of the methods of inspiration; the only means 
by which they can be ascertained is by an assiduous and comprehen- 
sive study of the facts presented by the Old Testament itself.” 
(Pp. xvi., xvii.) 


And to quote once more from the preface, which 
all may well be urged to read in its entirety, and 
carefully to ponder :— 

“Criticism in the hands of Christian scholars does not banish or 
destroy the inspiration of the Old ‘lestament; it presupposes it; it 
seeks only to determine the conditions under which it operates, and 
the literary forms through which it manifests itself ; and it thus helps 
us to frame truer conceptions of the methods which it has pleased God 
to employ in revealing Himself to His ancient people of Israel, and in 
preparing the way for the fuller manifestation of Himself in Christ 
Jesus.” (P. xix.) 

The most sensitive lover of the Bible needs no 
more than this, and none has the right to ask 
more. 

From the many details only a meagre selection can 
be made. In the Hexateuch—a term which Professor 
Driver’s book will do much to establish among Eng- 
lish-speaking students, as legitimate and necessary— 
he distinguishes four principal documents, designated 
for convenience sake as J, E, D (Dt), and P, all based 
on earlier materials, both narrative and legislative, 
yet all showing, at certain points, a relative in- 
dependence and originality. J and E are most 
closely connected, and least easy to separate; Dt 
draws from them, but occupies a standpoint quite 
its own; while, from both J E and Dt, P the priestly 


narrative is distinguished sharply and by a multi- . 


tude of tokens. These positions have long been 
familiar to Old Testament scholars, but the lines of 
proof have never been more compactly and luminously 
indicated. The relation of these documents as to form 
and content is put before us. A tabulated analysis 
accompanies each section; well-sifted lists of words 
and phrases characteristic of different authors are 
furnished. The arguments, stated calmly and lucidly, 
both in positive form and in brief criticism of 
opposing views, are marshalled with strength all 
the greater from the-entire absence of special plead- 
ing. Professor Driver avoids the extreme of denying 
Mosaic material in the Hexateuch, and of attempting 
to divide and sub-divide his documentary sources by 
the aid of subjective criteria. He certainly does not 
overstate—many will think he understates—the 
reasons for distinguishing J and E. The argument 
from difference of theological conceptions, for 
example, will probably bear developing consider- 
ably beyond the point where he leaves it. But 
he states his reasons for going no farther as 
unhesitatingly as his reason for going so far, 
and his main contention in these first 150 pages will 
strike candid minds as sustained with convincing 
power. Of course, much is presented in outline and 
by suggestion merely. But the author’s propositions 
are abundantly supported by what he gives. A 
recent reviewer insists on more evidence before ac- 
cepting even the distinction of P from J, E, and D. 
We doubt if this critic would be persuaded though 
one rose from the dead. The best advice that can 
be given to any who have been impressed by his 
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elaborate reluctance to acknowledge the probative 
force of the evidence which Dr. Driver has put before 
him, is toexamine this evidence for themselves, with 
constant and patient reference to the sacred books. 
A part of it needs knowledge of Hebrew for its 
appreciation, but a very large part, and a part quite 
sufficient to exhibit its strength, can be grasped by 
any intelligent English reader who will study a 
little, and will exercise his own unbiassed judgment. 

The nature and intricacy of the problems has 
demanded of Dr. Driver a large proportional treat- 
ment of the Hexateuch, as compared with the rest 
of the historical, prophetic, and poetical literature. 
Nor can we occupy ourselves with the further discus- 
sions as they well deserve. In every one the author 
is careful to make it appear that he is presenting no 
unseasoned novelties, but only that which has been 
maturely considered and deliberately adopted. The 
chief results of criticism, those that, under hot fire, 
have made their way into the minds of the great 
body of independent Old Testament scholars of the 
present day, in all lands, and have taken firm lodg- 
ment there—the composite nature of the Book of 
Isaiah, the possibility of later prophecies in Micah, 
the Maccabean date of Daniel, and the like—he 
announces and defends with freshness and vigour. 
He has made them his own by independent study. 
He inclines to the post-exilic date for Joel, the pre- 
exilic for the substance of Zec. ix.—xi., and the post- 
exilic again (but non-Zecharian) authorship for 
Zec. xii.—xiv. Koheleth is late, and so, perhaps, is the 
Song of Songs; Job probably exilic ; Ruth probably 
pre-exilic. These opinions and the reasons for them 
are set forth without other reserve than that im- 
posed by the difficulty of the questions involved and 
the incomplete character of the evidence which 
often is alone attainable. While the treatment of 
Hebrew poetry as a whole, and the Psalter in par- 
ticular, cannot be said to rank quite with the best 
parts of the volume, the negative attitude of the 
author towards the claim of particular dates for 
many psalms and groups of psalms is exceedingly 
judicious. There is no argumentation against Pro- 
fessor Cheyne’s now famous theory—indeed, the 
book had left the author’s hand before the Bampton 
Lectures for 1889 were published—yet he shows 
himself here, as so often, restrained by an unusual 
capacity of discerning the existence of two sides in 
matters of historical criticism, and by a persistent 
unwillingness to take venturesome positions. It is, 
indeed—to refer to this point once more in closing— 
a quality or association of qualities which we hope 
he will long be spared to illustrate, and in which we 
trust he will be an example to the rising generation 
of English scholars: his power of joining with a 
profound reverence for the Scriptures the freest use 
of critical methods in their elucidation, and at the 
same time of distinguishing between the soundly 
established and the merely tentative, accepting 
heartily the one, while looking with healthy scep- 
ticism at the other. It is a matter of congratulation 
that his book has already reached its third edition. 
Students who acquire its author’s mental habit will 
be critical without being rash, judicial without the 
faults of indecision, and impartial without wearing 
impartiality as a cloak for timidity. One hardly 
sees how a Biblical scholar of to-day can do his 
generation a greater service than by leading those 
whose study is in the Scriptures to such sound 
results, and by setting before them so wise an 
example. 


ROCQUAIN ON REVOLUTION. 


Tue Revotvrionary Spuur Precepinc tHe French 
By Félix Rocquain. Condensed and translated by J. D. Hunting. 
With an introduction by Professor Huxley. London: Swan 
Sonnenschein. 


RocquaIN wrote the book here abridged in 1878 
chiefly to prove that “The Philosophers” neither 
made nor instigated the French Revolution. But in 
the course of it he succeeded in showing that the 


philosophers and the lower classes were in accord 
(p. 133), that philosophy had laboured for half a 
century for tolerance (175), and—at the close of his 
work—that the Revolution had for a century or more 
been the secret inspiration of philosophical teachings 
(185). He asserted in his summing-up that the 
Revolution was “born on the domain of religion” 
(185); but he also managed to hit an altogether 
different nail full on the head (88) when he said that 
in reality the suppression of the Jesuits in 1762, which 
was the first conquest of the revolutionary spirit, 
belonged neither to the judicial “ parlements,” nor 
to the Jansenists, nor to the philosophers, but was a 
triumph of public opinion. 

Now the Revolution was nothing but public 
opinion in its highest form of excited expression. 
It was the sluggish solid, first heated into a mobile 
liquid, and then further overheated into the baneful 
and explosive gas. Public opinion did not make 
the Revolution: the one did not make the other; 
for both—like a river and its inundation—are 
identical. The one rises against its banks until it 
breaks or overflows them and becomes the other, 
the deluge. And that rising and swelling public 
opinion began to form its boring eddies in the clubs 
of 1783 onwards, to which clubs Rocquain affords 
no proper mention in this abridgement. 

Another of Rocquain’s sayings was (p. xii.) that 
when the philosophers came to set fire to the house 
it already tottered on its base. So here he admits 
the arson, although his general purpose was to repel 
the accusation. The truth is that, though an able 
collector of chosen facts, he does not sway us with 
the power of a surely generalising intellect. 

Again (185), the intolerance of Louis XIV., the 
disorders and degradation of Louis XV., and the 
weakness of Louis XVI., prepared the Revolution, 
which is again perfectly true; but it is then he goes 
on to say that it was born on the domain of religion 
(as above). Doubtless the noisy caterwauling and 
clapperclawing of the Jansenists and the Jesuits 
during fifty long years did bring the religion they 
both protested so much into that sort of discredit 
which breeds doubt and raillery and comic songs 
against both sides indifferently; and as the civil 
authority distractedly sided with each by turns, it 
so managed to come in for the whole sum of the 
popular ridicule and hard knocks at one time or 
another, whereas philosophy could all the while 
maintain a contemptuous girding at all three. But 
it was not the philosophers that began these effective 
assaults on French religion: that came from within ; 
it was the religious parties themselves, who owned a 
full third of the wealth of France, that, secure in 
their folly, squabbled over the cheese, and fought it 
out in public, to the total ruin of both the cats and 
of both their reputations. But the philosophers 
had their great part in the work all the same. 

In fact, all these polemics about the sources of the 
revolutionary spirit are very much like debating as 
to whether it was Black Monday, Woeful Wednes- 
day, or Sorrowful Thursday that was the cause of 
the schoolboy’s “whipping o’ Friday.” Monday 
and Tuesday, and many another day, helped no 
doubt ; but we should never have got to the 
Friday’s execution if Thursday had not come and 
gone first. 

Bankruptcy, too, is very certain to bring the 
house down about the ears of a man or a nation; 
and without any flood or fire—especially if the bank- 
ruptcy be fraudulent, as Calonne’s and Brienne’s 
notoriously were. And then must be thrown in the 
final violence of a lower populace of hunger-driven 
wild beasts, before inundation mark is reached and 
the flood breaks bounds and becomes the roaring 
torrent that uproots and sweeps away all before it. 

Professor Huxley’s introduction of four pages to 
this small book is an admirable specimen of brief 
writing ; but he is more lenient to this translation 
than he is to Mr. Gladstone. Doubtless it is very 
fairly intelligible as a whole; but it is full of 


detached amusement, proceeding more, we imagine, 
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